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| | 
| Ince Poetry has. had the good fartune hithertq» 
| to be much eſteemed in the world, and to be- 


Z come the favourite of the Age : 1 bope 1t will 
nt now fall ſhort of its own ned and my. deſigns _ 
which ts to Fi and pleaſe ;, and how far 1 have 
' conſulted this, may appedr from the following work 2 

| There ſuch variety of Sub; ects cannot but be grate- 
% ſul, and a Miſcellany muſt needs yield more delight 
j then one continued Poem 5 for the ſume reaſon I pre- 
i ſume, as at an Entertainment, moſt People are 
:Pleas'd mith variety of Coyrjes , when a ſtanding 

” ; Diſh would not at all gratify their Appetites., Now) 

q © as for the ſeveral Hands which have been ſo kind 
$70 obltege the world no doubt, as much as mv, in 
©C0n 'ibuting to this piece 5 1 acknowledge it beyrnd 
[9 Capacity to commend : And indeed could 1 do 
A 2 tt, 
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it, 1 preſume it would be altogether needleſs; ſinc® 
ther -own” Poems will ſpeak their prarſe in a more 
ampl- manner, Yet { would not have you think I 
have commended theſe Poems ſo far upon my own 
Fudgment ; But that { have relyed wholy upon the 
Authority of ab/e (ritichs ,, to whom I left it whoty 
to approve, or ay approve of what they pleas'd : know- 
ing it to be aprudent way for any one who under- 
tands not wherher a Comm be counterfeit to refer 
him; elf co the Teſt of a Touchſtone : Whereupon I 
aamuted 1:0 Coppy but what had ſtood this 'Tryal, 
and came of with reputation. Now after all this 
care and diligence, there remains nothing z but 
that I ſhould commit this prece to your Judoment, m 
whoſe Power it us to make it happy 5 wiſhing that 
it may carry wth enough in it to deſerve your fa. 
wour + and if ſo, aſſure your ſelf the undertaking 
' will bewery ſatis faftory to him, who has madeit his 


buſmeſs 


To ſerve You, 
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The V*> Epigr. of Catullu, 
 Vivamu mea Lesbia,cc. 


Ome, Lesbia, let us live, and love, 
And all thoſe fleeting joyes improve, 
| Thoſe ſoft delights, that fly ſo faſt, 
| And like your lovely Beauty waſt ; 
| For grave men's talk what need we care, 


| Whom peeviſh age has made ſevere ? 
3 The Suns that ſet, again may riſe, 
| And ſmile and wantonin the skies ; 


B But 
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But when alaſs our life's ſhort day, 

On Time's ſoft wings has ſtoln away, 
AIf- joyes muſtceafe, all our delight - 
Be buried in eternal Night, 

Come then (that I may longer live)-. 
A Thouſand vital kifes give ; © 

Come give me now an Hundred more, 
Add tother T houſand to the ſcore, 

A ſecond Hundred will not doe, 
Another Thoxſand muſt en(ue ; 

Let us kiſs on; till at the laſt 

(When many Thouſands have been palt) 
We Bankrupt grow , nor can account, 
To what vaſt ſumms our joyes amount - 


Till no maliciows-Tpie ſhall kgow 
How much ( my Dear )) I'me kiſs'd by you. 
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The ul hey o P un Book of 
|  Tibullus4 to d his Miſtreſs, - ; 


1 N vain ( Fair Ninh) oft to the Hi [ pray'd, 
And Courting Odours\ on their Altars layd; 
| Not that I might my wanton wifhes* Pleaſe EE 
| An@ pride my fetf'tn Marble Palldtes, pak _ 
' Or for the wealth the largeſt Farm can yeild, 
| Stiling nte Lord of ſome extended Field, | 
| Whoſe fertile Glebe might bleſs ; me with a Crop, o 
; Vaſt as the promiſe of licentious Hope: # 4 6:8 L 
' All Tintreat of Heay'n's with Thee. to Live, | Oy 
 Anddrain all j joyes Life' $ longeſt Treat can glyez” | 
* That my Age too with you might ttteſt away, 
; Andi your Boſome pleafingly deeay 3" 
! There dtopits Silver Hairs, which ne*re will vie? 
With Snow that on 'thoſe "Little Alps does ly: 
2 Then I when Life ts thus run ont, muſt go 
' 3 A naked ſhadow''fo the Realms below : 
' , For why ſhould I ſach no preat bleſſings ſeek, 
Or wiſh for all the traſh'a Lombard-Hreet 
B 2 
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Is loaded with 2. what pleaſure can there be. 
In a Rich 2anor's uſeleſs Luxury ? | y 


Wefe' all Cheap- -fdd and the Pigzgets mine, . \ + | 
Nay ſhould the coyrtequs Heavn's with kind defign, 


Caſt in the ponipoffuch'a Grove beſide, - : 

St. Zames's Park might envy in its pride: 

Might I enjoy in. ev'ry glitt'ring. room. tins 1-10 
The fraight, thatan Eaſt-Ingis. Ficet brings home x 3 


; 


Nay allth” arrears 9 of, bliſs miſ-underſtood, . ' 163 3037/0 
Which the falſe common Vogue has ſtamp d for goed, | 
'Twere trivial all: ſuch is the play of fate, te dd ol 
The copious Theme for envy, and for hate ; 3, 
No Care alaſs ? is ; by ſuch ſtate controul'd; | 
Nor Ouiet bought with Treaſuries of. Gold :* 
Butah ! how pleaſantly ſhould I tho poor 
(May Heay'n | ach humble bleſli ings have in ſtore). . 
Enjoy my Love; but if compell'd.t to looſe | : 
Your Company, a, Kingdom Ide. reſuſe ; "F-0h mY WM 
Bleſt be the Day,. and-thrice auſpicious lights, .. abt” 
Which ſha[lzeſtore you to my longing ſight :, 
But if my. Vows for. your return arena; 7 7 
And fondly I tothe deaf Skies complain, -{; {17.1 
Whilſt no complying Ged will lendan Ear, --/| dy; 4; 6 
To the ſoft Accents of a Loyers Prayer 2. - ;,| if (IOW > 
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|N o promis'd Empire then,..no.wealth can pleaſe, -- 
; Or ſooth the fury of my fond diſeaſe ; 
| Let ſome unthinking Sots ſo: xatwply.prize, - 
, © This goodly Nwock of orion Fraperiey "3G 
All I defi Ire, isa & 22TH bk 
A pleaſant Cottdye; and'aLovity witt; 
\May 7ano, and the Paphian Queen combine 
1To grant me this; and favourmyYeſign : - ©: 
07/ 'Or if ach bleſlmpy inconſiſtent by IVY 
h, | With Faresiinevitable black;deerde ; * 
' May Death befriend me, and Eternal reſt 
;. . Lullfalt aſleep thetumults of my Breaſt. 
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T he XI Vrth.: Ele ep y "ofthe Fi g 
Book of © Prop SertinsTs his F 
Friend, Tallus, = " 


— you (my Friend). in ow _ fitons _ 
Where Tibur's Silver:Strcams glide ſoftly by,' 10) 
And quaff rich Goblets of ybur Lesbiam Wines,. .  ''// 
T” encourage mirth;; and poſh on gay deſigns; 5 
Or there perhaps ſontetimes have wondringitood, ! | 
To ſee the Lighters dance along the floud ; 

Sometimes {to pleaſe your ſight) amidſt the throng, 
Obſerv'd tall Ships ſail lazily along ; 

And tho your Groves make fuch a pompous ſhow, 2 
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Sheltring from Storms the infant Shrubs below, 
With Trees as vaſt as on tall Caucaſus do grow : 
Yet think not all this State can equal prove, 
To one ſoft happy minute of my Love. 

How iean is Greatneſs if compar'd to this, 
And what are Riches to a Lovers bliſs? 

For whether my Dear She all over charms, 


Kindly at night repoſes in my Arms 3 | 
Or 
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*/ | Or whether we conſent to ſpend the day, 
a In eaſy pleaſure, and in wanton play - 
'M f I | fancy then PaTolus ftreams are rowP'd 

' Thro th! enrict'd houſe,- methinks I ſwim in Gold ; 
Methinks I am as wealthy, and as bleſt, 
*. © Asif the Indies were by me poſleſt : 
© Sureproudeſt Monarchs would their Crowns reſign, 
i | Andtireſome greatnels,for delights like mine,(Scene: : 
1 Which Heav'n preſerve till death ſhall change the 
1/7, For who.can dote on wealth, or value Crowns, 
-1 ; When Love's unkind; and when a Miſtreſs frowns : 
| Venus Can ev/n Heroick minds enſlave, 
: Soften the ſtout, and captivate the brave ; | . 
I | No Palaces, no Beds of Down can prove, 
' Strong countercharms to the great Queen of Love, 
: She can diſturb at night a Lovers caſe; 
| How then alaſs! can all our Riches pleaſe ? 
| Who while ſhe ſmiles on me, I will contemn 
\ The trifling Glories of a Dzadem ; 
| P11 look on worlds of Wealth with gen'rous hate, 


| And pitty rich Alcinens's Fate. 


3 


ol Love. 
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Love-Verſsby the ſame Hand. 


To the God of Love. 


| 


| LY, V*' now (great Love) Iplainly foes, 
| | Thy Conqueſts overt Poerrie ; 
The very Laurel that's from Heaven ſecure, 

Muſt thy more Potent Thunderbolts endure. 


IT. 


Ah me! Ifeel thy pointed 'Smart, 

(Sure Senſe ne're Lodges in the Heart ) 
For yet the Knowledge of my Wound does ſtay, 
Tho on thy Wings my Heart is fled away. 


III. 


"Tis gone,'tis gone to that bright She, 
Who now Is all the world tome ; 
T 
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To Floriana, who does pro adly ſit, 
Upon the Throne of 'Brxddy,: abd of i. 


IV:::.7 


= But pardon ( Nymph ) br wonder I 
My flame of Love dates aim fo hi | 

You knowalaſs! all Firt does upwards g6, © | | 

And ſoarsto Heav'n, why thould; not mine my ſo? : 
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T Hrice happy day, when firſt | gaz'd on you, 
And law.al Heay;p FxPoed to mortal yiew. 

Unjuſtly we of Phecthon complain, _. 

Your Loolfs have { ſet the warld on lice agaln 3 

Looks ſo divine, {9 layely bright, ſo pure,, 

Not #zcomporunded Eſſences are more ; ; 

Modeſt, as ſhe that firſt ſalutes the Skie, 

And blujhes at th' approach of Phebus eye ; 

Pleaſant, as EaFern flow*rs, while they conſume, 

And breathe away their Lives inrich perfume - 

So like your Mind, which thro the pureſt Skin 

Diſplays it's Nunnery of Thoughts within. 

With ſuch a grace the precious Fl:es appear, 

Enſhrin'd in Chryſtal, or an Amber tear ; 

Bur ſure you have no Matter, ſure your mind 

Is clad in Subſtances of Souls refin'd. 

Or we may gueſs Providence did delay, 

Gurjous to find ſome nobler piece of Clay, ; 

Whilſt your impatient Form ſtole unarray'd away. 

 Orelſe Heavy n ſent you thus, to let us ſee 
What at the Reſurret;on we ſhall be. ha 


The © 
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Ever any Parthians Bow, TO 
So many Painted Deaths did wp e111 01 
So many Darts ; as you comprize *** * 
Inthe two Golden Quivers of your Eyes : 
But ah ! too like the cruel Parthians, you 
No ſooner gave the Fatal Wound but flew, 


II. 


Yet tho you fly, in my Mind 
| You'veleft your k:nder Self behind ; 
> My Heart would ſigh, but does not dare, 
For fear it foyle your pleaſing Picture there ; 
+ Sounſeen Angels work in Fancy's Theme, 
' And glorious Nothings pleaſe us in a Dream. 
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Ah how vain this Shadow is ! 
Can I content my ſelf with this ? 
Or as the fam'd P:gmalion doe, 

And make a Miſtreſs of thy Likeneſs too ? - 

No: lin this ſhould | quite as vain appear, 
As He that was fuppos'd to court the Abr. .. 


Hu Death. 


I, 


T HE wretch that ſtole Celeſtial Fire, 
Ne're animated Clay, 
With ſo much 1;fe as yo inſpire, 
And in a X3ſs convey : 
Sure the moroſe, and grave-men onely owe 
Their Souls to Heav'n, all Lovers theirs to Tou- 4 


Il. 


Why nam'd I Hearn, *tis onely She 
þ Can true Elizium prove ; 
 Whereall departed Souls muſt flee 
To endleſs joys of Love ; 
+ For as Tin her kind Embraces lay, 
{ My eager Soul ſtole in the blif away. 
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So Sweet a death befel the Bee, 
Rifling a Virgin Roſe ; 
Whilſt in her Golden Boſom, She 
Did all her Sweets diſcloſe ; 
But fond embracing leaves his life betray'd, 
Andin that exvy'd Tomb her Lover laid, 


Falling 
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Falling in Love: 'with a Lady 
for her Wit. 
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T His Love is. pure, which is ddfigt d - | 
-  TocomttheBeduty of 'your mind; 
No Pimpingdreſs, no fancy'd Air, 
No Sex can bribe my judgement there : 
But like the happy Spirits above, 
I'm bleſt in raptures of Seraphick, Love. 


"A 


Such chaſt Amours may jultly claim 

Friendſhip, that noble, manly Name ; 

For without Luſt I gaze on Thee, 

And onely wonder, 'tisa She : 

| Onely our Minds are Couttiers grown, 
| Such Love endures when Youth, and Life are flown. 
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Who on thy Looks has fix'd his Eye, 
Adores the Cafe where Jewells lyc ; 
Pve heard ſuch fooliſh Lovers ſay, 
To you they gave their hearts away 
L willingly-nowpart with mine, 
To learn more Senſe, and be inform'd by thine, 
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The Unconſlant. 


I, 


Nconſtant! that word ſtrikes me more, 
- Then the bright Lightning of your Eyes, 
That made my melted Heart your prize ; 
Could eyer do before. 


= 


Ah! like a cruel Murth'rer, You 
Fly from your Lover lain ; 

Some other Booty to purſue , 
And proudly kill again, 


ITE. 


hk 


| But why ſhould I for this deſpair ? 
; Or at Inconſtancy repine / 
5 Since onely Change can make you mine, 


5 Now you Another's are : 
? D IV, 
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| IV. 


What tho the Heavn's beauteous frame 
Dayly delight to move; 
It ſtill returns again the ſame, 
| And was compos'd of Love, 


'v: 


Tis pitty too methinks that She, 
(By Beauty ſure deſign'd 
To cheriſh all Mankind) 
Should be confin'd to Me. 


VI. 


For ſhould the Sun all*s ſmiling light, 
To his lov'd Rbodes diſplay ; 

All other parts muſt mourn in Night, 

And ne're enjoy the Day, 


POEMS. 


The Parting. 
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:-,./ C:Q: when the beauteous Soul prepares her way. 
To the far Country of Eternal day. 
With ſuch ſwoln, wiſhful eyes,the Body courts its itay » 
As Idid on my parting Life, my Miſtreſs, Look ; 
When ſhe her fatal Farewel took, 
And left her Turtle here alone ; 
Whilſt with her Preſence ſhe does proc”, 
Some Over-happy place, | 
Happier then that, to which bleſt Souls are {-: 


II. 


. In vain Aſtroſogers pretend to know, 
What Accidents ſhall happen here below, 
What Weather, what Eclipſes from the Planets ſhow ; 
Their Calculations for ſome other Country run, 
Not made for Love's Meridian ; 
In vain, they ſay "tis Summer here, 
Now my bright Nymph is gone, *tis She 
My Kalendar muſt be ; 
0 "Tis She divides the Seaſons of my Year. 
D 2 
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Now Storms of rainy Tears, and black Deſpair, 
Have taken up their Winter Quarters here, 
And Sighs, that chill my Heart with more then 
Northern Air : 
Greenland's a temp'rate clime,compar'd to frozen parts 
Inhabited by Lovers hearts ; 
When abſence does your Beams withold : 
Ah! fure you'l gueſs this Chill to be 
Beyond the Eighth Degree ; 
When he that's all on Fire complains of Cold. 


IV. 


To what a Nothingam I grown and now 
Scarce know [ live but by the thoughtsof you* 
SoFlowers that to the Spring their painted glories owe, 
When ſhe onZeph'rusgales has wing'd her fragrant way 
In drooping wither'd Looks their griet betray, 
But at her bright return,no more 
Their Melancholy heads they hide, 
But with an early pride 
Start from their Buds as glorious as before, 
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: The Pink to Floriana. 


[, 


| H happy Flower / pride of all 
That dreſs the gawdy May 3 
' What Monarch would'not humbly fall, 
And throw his Crown away ? 
> His Heart like you might be a Gueſt, 


? In the fair harbour of that breaſt, 


o 
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| Howred thy flaming Leaves do grow / 
Warm'd by her neighb'ring Eyes : 

> Iwiſh methinks they'de melt that Snow, 

* - Which in her Boſomelies, 

And keeps out love, as the cold Zone 

Forbids th' approaches of the Sun. 
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Upon his being aſk d wbat Love was. 
F, 


MY ie Query ! for *tis ſtrange that ſhe 
Should ign'rant be ; \ 
Who gave this knowledge firſt to me : 
But ſo the leſs bright fire does warmth beget, 
And what it wants it ſelf, diſtributes Heat. 
II. 
Well then I amreſoly'd, PII boldly tell 
What pains I feel, | 
And what I know of Love too well ; 


'Tis that of which none ignorant can be, 
Who.have but had the leaſt dear glimpſe of Thee. 


HI, 
Love is the pretty Babe that proudly plays 
In your bright face ; 
And wounds him who preſumes to-gaze ; 


And Painters ſay, Poets with them agree, 
Fe in no-dreſs but Nakedneſs ſhould be. 
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IV; 


' The Darts he uſes here, and glowing Arms, 
Are onely Charms, 
With which ſome meaner Beauty warms ; 
But when h* enfames the Gods, and burns the Skies, 
He lights his Torch at Florigne's eyes. 
4 Yi 
Wiigs are to-him (1 know not how) aflien's; | 
But now I find, | 
He uſes them in Womankind g 


+ But when he ſtorm'd my heart he laid 'em by, 
And never never from my Breaſt will fly. 
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I N a flowry Myrtle Grove, gut | "oY 
(The ſolitary Scene of Love)” * 11 
On Beds of Vi'lets all the day, ED 
The charming Florzana lay ; 
The little Cupids hover'd in the Air, 


They pegp'd,aud ſmil'd,and —_— theinmether there; | 


It, 


Phebus delay'd! fie 4 a while, 
Charm'd with the Spell of ſuch a ſmile, 
Whilſt weary Plowmen curs'd the ſtay 
Of the too Uxorious Day ; X 
The little Cupids hover'd in the Air, 4 
They peep'd,& ſmil*d,and thought their Mother there. ©» 


TIL. 


But thus the Nymph began to chide z 
That Eye you owe the world beſide, 
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; You fix on me: then with a frown 

: She ſent her drooping Lover down ; , 
With modeſt bluſhes ſtrait away the fled, 
© Painting the Evening with unuſual Red. 
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Farewel to Love. 


7 | BY begone thou wheedling cheat 
Thou Enemy to all that's great ; 
\ | That onely were't by Heay*n deſign'd, 
= Tobe in pleaſing torments kind 
* Thou Lovely Parzs didl{t deſtroy, 
In a worſe flame, then Grzcians Troy : 
> Well may'ſt thou ſtill delight in ſtrife, 
Z That to a Tempeſt ow'dlt thy Life ; 
7 Hence all the beauteous Sex we ſee 
Z Havelearnt Inconſtancy trom Thee ; 
7 Be damn'd for this, to ſome cold Iſle 
7 Where never yet the Sundid ſmile ; 
3 Where thy Laſcivious Ovid went, 
1 Into deſerved Paniſhment :; 
F 
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And onely there exert thy pow'r, 

Where craving Seas claſp round the Shore. 
I'll burn my Songs, Pll'breakmy Lyre, 
Unleſs it nobler thoughts inſpire; 

And on the Theban Swan will fly, 

To view melodious worlds 0n high. 


 __PINDARICK, 


ODES 


By the ſame H A N D-. 
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To the Right Honourable J A M E S. Earl 
of ABINGDON. 


_ 


- 


| 
"SRL Muſe,the winged Horſe prepare; 
I purpoſe now to take the Air ; 
Take ſolid Judgement for the Bit, 
And put on the rich Ornaments of Wit ; 
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-Where Senſe does ſhine like Dawn' of Morn, | 
(Not dazled by the thick, 
And gawdy Flowers of Rhet'rick ;) 
Thro' lhfiterl] paces which the work adorn : 
Lo | now I mount, and (Lo!) I take my flight, 
And travel with immenſe delight, 
Int the flowry Groves of never-fading light; 
Lo I loo: down with ſcorn, not envy there, 
Onthe Melancholy lands o' th? dull foggy \Atnwſphere: * 


II, 


CS 
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Heark ! Heark\ Sure this is Thunder's voice, | 

Or elſe Heav*ns Vaults eccho. ſome Heroes roes praile, $ 

""Heark! BARTUE is the welcome Noiſe ; |! 

'BARTVU E,, that big-ſwoln Name, . | 

That is become the mighty toilof unperforming Fame * 7 

Tell me, oh ! tell me where, : 

Shall I ſtick up that word, and make another Star * ? 

A Star,that will diſdain, like petty Lang of Night, | 
.: To ſhine with borrow*d light; : 
Let Honour 211d o're meaner Souls, and Thoſe, 
Whole Actions want a gloſs ; 

Honour and Riches Sun'to him can add no more, 


. Whoſe beamy Virtue was all bright before, 
II. Now 
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Now, now, I mount uphigher, 
© Where great Alcides Star detains my ſight, 
a With almoſt ſuch a ſource of Light, 
As if it ſtill were cloth'd with th' Oetear fire ; 
That Godlike Child who in his Cradle lay ; 
| : And did with hiſſing Serpents play : 
* Twas Hethat ſqueez'd'out num'cous Hydra's breath, 
2 Whoſe many Lives but multiplied the death ;' 
: Thus 7«n0's rage, conſpir'd to make him great, 
is And kindly found out Dangers worthy his Defeat. 
e. 
| -y. 
; This well-deſerving place 
* Thy Golden Character ſhall grace ; 
; Alciaes Star as yet does dimly ſhine, 
'F And wants the Neighbourhood of thine'; 
t, | For none, but-God-deſcended he, 
% _- Canalmoſt boaſt of his Equality 3 | 
Yet ſhould we look on things aright, 
Examine 'em by Reaſon's light 3 
His big-fam' d Atts no Miracles expreſs, 
He that was betn of Heav'n ſure could perform no leſs, 
V, How 
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V. 


How much beyond our wonder's He 
Deriv'd of Earthly, Pedigree | 
That did. from no leſs Monſters the wild. Ngfion free | 
For when Ambition, the baſe Ferment ofthe Soul, 
 Fhrewiinto a Calenture the Senſeleſs All ; g 
Which by.it's curſt ill-brooding Heat, 
Did in each/muddy Brain aPython-plot. beget : 
*T'was He that bravely undertook to quall. 
That Legion-Illz+ 
And whereſoe're he came, 
He planted there a Monarchs name; . 
And with bold Sallies of Advice, 
' No ſooner ſtorm'd, but took the Forts of Vice ; 
How did it grieve hin then to ſee, 

Unballaſtminds wreck'din Sedition's Sea, 

And tho ſmall Cargo of their wit daſh'd by-thoſe 
Whilſt hein allthis Horricane (waves away 3 
Outbray'd the fury of the Ocean ; 

No thickning Clouds his Loyalty could hide, 

That was the Pole-ſtar ſtill his courſe to guide; 

What gaping dangers need that Pilot fear, 

Who amidft threatning Storms by Hgav'n his courſe 
can ſteer ? VI. See, 
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VI. 


| See, ſee, the Scene is chang'd of late, 
: And now (my Lord) whither by Fate, 
Or'Tou'; 'weenjoy a'Calme of State - 
For by your deeds we juſt ſuſpicion find, 
To think your generous mind, 
Is not, like ſome trangreſling Souls; conlin'd, 
And cloſely impriſon'd in the narrow Span 
Of'Earthy man : 
Tilt they with mach of toil, and much offtrife, 
Have drudg*d thro the Probation-State of (Life: 7 
But left it's Vehicle of purer Air, | 
And condeſcended to inhabit here. 
Reſolved to'become, 
A Form aſliſtent to this happy Throne ; 
Until Impatient Heav'n force-your remove, 
To the great Triple Monarchy aboye. 
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Aoainſt Senſual Pleaſure, 
"I 


A” away, Thou Ape of ſolid bliſs, 
Fruition of Fools Paradice ; 
Miſtaken Man ! isthis the fancy'd All ? 
The Tinſell'd Nothing ? that we Pleaſure call ; 
Oh Barbariſme! no figure can excuſe 
The groſs abuſe - 
Pleaſure is onely proper to the Soul, 
That can our miſled faculties'controul ; 
Pleaſure is that verdant Flow'r, 
That ever blooms in Epicurus Bow'r; 
Which neither all the nipping Froſts of fear, 
Nor Sorrow's murm'ring Winds with rude embraces | 
tear. 
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IE 
Ah ! could we but with ſearching knowledge come, 


Into ſome quiet Soul's withdrawing Room ; 
| Con- 
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Content hemm'd round with joys,we there might ſind, 
Content, the celebrated Sabbath of the Mind, 
That buildsher Halcyon Neſt, 
be the receſſes of a calmy Breaſt ;- 
" Thereſits, and laughs at gay Appearances, 

Which ſtill the guP'd,unthinking vulgar pleaſe, 

: Wherever Vice has plac'd the painted Scene 

With the falſe Lights of Fortune ſet between : 


II. 


But ſtay (bold Fancy) ſtop thy flight, and ſtand 
In proſpect of this Fairy Land ; 
Where Ghoſts of bliſs wantonly ſtray, 

Grandeur, Luſt, Riches bear the Sov'reign ſway ; 
Grandenxr, the hopetull ſt Child,that e're had been 
Train'd up in the wild Nurſery of Sin : 
Grandeur, theft rate Vice. 

Plac'd higheſt in the Liſt of Vanities, 

The Stalking Shadow we ſo. dearly prize; 

The Briſtol Gem, that ſets the world at {trife, 

And Silvers o're the Great mans Dream of Life ; 
But at the bright approach of Reaſons day, 


The Airy Phantome ſlighly ſteals away. 
F | IV. The 
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The firſt Grandee, that e're uſurp'd the name, 
Againſt th' Almighty levy'd: wars, ;. £ 
. And led out Sp'rits,like gilded Hoſty of Stars ; | 
| - No Seas of Bliſs could quench his thirſt of fame ; 
Ahichatl at laſt eacamp'd upon the Azure plain, 
| Where big charg d Thunder lay; _ E 
Upon the Chrylital Battlements of Day; (vain, | 
Which quell'd the Foe, and nender'd the great Project 
This done, he boaſted of's Defeat, and proudly tell, " 
To reign an Emperour in Hell, 2:0 
Vaſſal of Happineſs was too low a thing - 
He thought it worth the Joſs, to be a King L/ 1 
He thank'd this bold Nu that could pro- 
And hind Damnation ſure 5 (cure, | 
Leſt God ſhould diſobliging mercy have," ; 
And Heay'n might find out ſome pretence to fave. 


| " "00 Re ; 
Co in thy monraful Empire reign, 
O're all thy palcfac'd meagre-train z 
Where frery-Deluges of refiow, 
All the ſad glory Hell can ſhow 5 
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I'm vext that thy condition can! t the works, 
. Andhas foreſtall'd * a further curſe ; WE: her 
"*Vethinks I hear thee groanins ly RS 
5 [ Under the heavy Tat of mitery; | 
Begging of Heav' thePriviltlge to dye, — 


| Andcut of ube Entaif of Immottality, 7 3 417 © 


1, ; VL | 
i © — Notyet (my Muſe) areall thy arrows ſpent, 
h Go l& thi-\Baw:bgainbe bent;-- -//5] 
Here thy-ſharpiJnveCtives ſhook, 5:1 ©:; 511. 
At Richesithe;whitt glitt'ring, Butt gi: * _ 51 #/ 


 . Riches;thatootly:pity can implorey/ | 2112; 07/ 
* 1! When wie (many: Culhiesfeeg'o ''! 57! 02; | 
i! Labipgin Fortuncs Galley -Slaverysr 1.747 
” Condemn'dto dig.ig-Mings,and dyrudge for bagidOre* : 
e. | ” Aidawas curibengygh with -————— 
6 Conlpiring! -wiſhes, could inyent, .' 
_=:_ ;To-ture him to his puniſhment ;.:. ....- 
! To which the well-pleas' d God didyillingly cath 
| - 2; Lo carry on. hiscalour'd oryelties 
Ah might he ſtill enjoy. his glorious Famine, and behold 
” 7 By his rich touching Alchymy, 


is very Meat converted into Gold, ' 
Liel F 2 Whilſt 
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Whilſt ſuch infipid Luxury 
Can ne're afford enought relief, 
To furniſh Nature;and defray the ſmall expence of may 


So fond'of Death is he, F 
Who of the Plague could be content to dye... 
So he might view the-gawdy Spots,and Purplebravery; | 


VII, , 

Happy D:ogemes ! thrice happy He | i 
Bleſt in the. dumble ſweets'of Poverty 3 -|/ : 
Whole little Palaceno rich Painting had, ! 7 © © 
No gilded Roofes but what the'Sun-beams made 5 ' 
Here he did out-of Fortunes reach eſcape, -- (fi ht, 
Where none,but Natures Landskapes, pleas his): 


With allth"-yntexpenſive, green delight, + 
She yearly'pours tothe Valley's :flowry Lape- AI 
Purple wa&here by ev'ry Vile wotn;” ; 
And richer $Grlet cloath'd this bluſhing Thorn; # 
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*Thro Goldert Fibtds a Silver Scream did play; 9! | q 

Pure as his thoughts, nor fefs ſerene thetrthey : 

* Thus liv'd the Happicſt of "Mankind, 6-2 ths ; 
wo nacoatrouſd, and free-born mind, | 
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Like th' aſpiring Lark did upwards go, 
Conversd with Heay'n and left its viler Tenement be- 
His potent Fancy madthim Lord of All, (low, 
That in Opinion lay, 
Opinion, the large Empire of unbounded joy ; 
' Thegreat Pellean youth could ne*re ſo happy be, 
Tho with the vaſt Expence of Victory 
He-purchas'd for himſelf the oyer-rated Ball, 
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17%P TO HIS 
 CHAMBER- FELLOW 


Mr. THOMAS CREECH 
On His ; 
Tranſlationof LUCRETIUS. 


Written immediately after the coming out 
of rhe Second Edition. 


Ail facredFriend ! this comes to let thee know 
That We can ſing when Thou inir # us (0. 
The powerful rays of ſuch a Riſing Sun 
Can influence 2emnor, animate the Stone, C 
And to glad Pears tune its ſenſeleſs Tongue : 
Thy MemnenT, who never ſpake before, 
Speak at thy Rig, and ſhall ſpeak no more, 
Five * happy years I Pythag*rean was, +# Five years 
A ſilent Hearer of thy Golden Muſe : Chamber follows. 
A Five years ſilence was the ſage Decree, 
I now may ſpeak, fince 'tis in praiſe of Thee. 
Whilſt emulons Wits throng'd in to pay their Vows, 


And with their Laurels crown thy ſacred Brows, F 
n 
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In ſilence I and admiration hay, 


1 knew too much tave any thing to ſay... . I 


Great things we praiſe, but infinite admire; | 


Lower Objetts reach at, onely gaze at higher. 


Beſides you know 1 ne*re could ſihg, for I 
Had ne*re preſum'd to court, not caſt an eye 
On any uſe, tho Helicon was by: 

I thought my ſelf zoo poor, a Muſe, Iknew, 
Scorns his addreſs, whoſe Talents are but few, 
But: Ladies oft, who ſcorn addreſſes, grace 
With their free viſits e'en the homly'ſt place, 
So lately me a Muſea vilit gave, 

Kind, condeſcending, as to Bancis ove. 
Surpriz'd I was ; Ab lovely Maid, ſaid 1, 
Sogreat a Stranger, and yet dwell ſo nigh ! 


Come leave your Books, the ſmiling Muſe reply'd, 


And ſmg of Him, that's ſung by all beſide, 
T le give byGrace, what Nature has deny d. 


Ske ſaid, and breath'd, and breathing did inſpire 


And warm my Breaſt, with an unuſual fire. 
The Muſe inſpir'd, but by experience found 


Tho ſhe breath'd well,the Pipe would rough the Web 


Not ſmooth/d by uſe, not yet by cultome turd 


; 


Like 
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Like thy Lucrece's Wor{d:my Rhymes advange, 
No artful Strufture, but the work of Chance: 3 
The fittle Aromes of the wdlphaher _ | 

Flew up and down; and.Jong confus'dly-met 3 
I know not-how ! at laſt there roſe a Frame, 
A Building Sacred to thy glorious Name. 


Firſt Fruits 'we offer to ſome Deity. 

Theſe fir and laſt 1 Sacrifice to Thee, 

Whilſt great rich Poets throw in their-Offering 
Of their abundance, 1 my Nothing bring, 

The onely 44:te that in my Treaſure lay, 

They much, I little, yetl more then they. 

Bit can my gift increaſe thy mighty ſtore? 

Can [ augment thy Praiſe ? *Tis ſtrange, yet ane 
A Cypher added makes the Figure more. 

Could I deſery'dly praiſe, my Muſe I'de prove 
With Flames as ſtrong as thoſe wherewith We love, 
de ſing of Thee with great Lucrece's Fires, 

Or ſuch as Walters greater Muſe inſpires : 
That great Panegyriſt, whoſe rapturousLays 
Speak more the Authors, then the orhers praiſe. 
What he of chee, or thou of him wouldlt ſay ; 
Such thou deſerv'it, ſach onely I would pay. 


Theſe my firſt Numbers; Sir; accept from me, ; 


Thov, 


' 


'V, 
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Thou, who art prais'd by all, but whorepine 

And angry grow *cauſe now they cannot ſhine ; 
Meer Toxch-wood-Wits, that ſhinle but in the dark,, 
And ſtrait take fire at a riſitg ſpark, 


We doubt (my Friend) to whom the moſt we ow, 
To your divine. Zucretixs, or to You ; 
'Twas he thatsforw'd the Gem, thow mad'ſt it brighr, 
He made the World,but Thou creat'dit the Light. 
Thou react'ſt his Senſe, and deepeſt Thoughts doſt ſee, 
As if his Soul were thine, and thou walſt He; 

Lucretins ſcarce did know Lucritinslo, 
His own great Genius knew him leſs then Thou, 
If I thy Language praiſe, then I mult tell, 
Lucrece bis Muſe [could never ſing fo well. 
Thy Engliſh Style outſhines his Latine ſtrain, 
Heliſp'd at Rome, but ſpeaks in Oxford plain : 
Void of hard Terms, the 7argon of the Schools, 
Vainto the Wiſe, and onely wiſe to Fools; 
Smooth, eaſy, fowing, faithful; chaſt, refin'd, 
Clear as thy Zudgement, pure as iS thy Mind, 
When e*re thy Poets Muſe throws of her dref, 
And wantonly doth ſhew her Nakednef, 
Thou clap'ſt thy F:g-leaves on , and hid'ſt her ſhame, 
Vrit'ft not with hers, but with a Veſtal flame, 
n G Thou 
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Thou Joath'& a bawgy. Muſe without:a Veil, 
That G low-werm-like ſhunes onely at the Tail ; 


Kills all, yet all are pleas'd with what. is ſung, | Q 
90 jy 4 lies leave honey, feed on dung. | | ? 


1 vraiſe theeſ Friend) a Subjects thou haſt choſe, 
Which honour thee as thou doſt honour thoſe : 
Thou.ſcorn'ſt the Stage, where Poets now-a-days 
Write their own Charatters 1n bawdy' Plays ; 
Plays, that increaſe prophaneſs, luſt inflame, 

The Writers ſcandal, and the Hearers ſhame. 

'Tis this tzou har'lt ; and next the amorous Toys, 
The ſcorn of 4zr, and the delight of. Boys. 

Phyllis my Goddeſs----Can ſuch Ballads pleaſe ? 

Can manly perſons ſing fuch Pſalms as theſe ? 

Thou ſcorn'ſt to ſing with ſuch unmanly flame, 
The young Aſcanius runs at nobler Game. 

Exalted Subjects, deep Philoſophy, 

Things above others, court thy Muſe and Thee. 


Then other Poets thou excePſt in this, 
They Trade, thou onely Interlep'# in Verſe. 
Thou loy*ſt thy Muſe, but (Womans nature's ſuch) 
Thou mak'ſ her kind by loving not too much. 
It 


, — 


Iti is the Carle of "_ _ foal k know” 
But litfle elit bur What t to Wine they div, 29907 


The Liwe"i green where nothing elſe doth grow, - 
They crown their 3; ion rance with the' Poets praiſe ;. : 
So Car hid his  Baldneſ, with his Bays ; by 
Whore does; now Parhaſſus Hiſts Rivtodi 2 __ 
Can nothing ſee but rocks and bierren Zroud ; 
No fruit or greet! Aſi th? Maes $44 && ly, _u a 

(So Travelkts'relly ty Hellcon py: ud 

But ehov art thbre their Port, coo rt y '&g 091 ; 


——— — 


in Ares; for Which tlie ik heverhnioie beds?! 3 39 
As Czfar Conſutt, "tou 4tt avid Men, 0199 
Thou with she 327mak't one toritmw/dlddy' 3:1] 11A 

In circling ſtudies ſtiinidg all chewnygs | ts! ye 

| With an unwearyideye'doſt all things fee, *e5r " 
As great a Seadentyand'ds lain das # He. WE Lg 


Strange: Meramerphoſuin Natureſeen'! ' '+ i ar 
Aug uſt in thee and youthful May combine; | yori L te 
Autumpal Fruits with YVernal Floweryiſhinez®) = 1) 


So learf'U and yoang,'as if; like dem, thow: TilidW 
Didiſt know the tmore fot being"b0#h.bud how !1s 1.0 
So learn'd and young\you are 'Cmy Friend) they 


Seem to have prov'd Medea'#iArv'was true? 27 ns 
That you were old, and did your age remew. 
5 il G> 
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Wirnels ye holy Lars, ye ſacred Pow'rs, 
Thar with ſuch fayour bleſs his fruitful hovrs, 
Witneſs how often charm'd with learned talk, 
And ty'd £0 him with Ogmian C bains I walk. | | 
When &re the Sun withdraws his ey 'ning ray _.. go's\ 


From me pataught by. him, you h 
With Ts, grieving, 1 have loft 6 day. . 
Pardon, ye Pow? rs above, ifI repine I &% 

"Cauſe all is darkgunleſs that Sun does ſhine. oe”, 
You gave,me. being firſt, firſt crown'd my Brow, +; 7 


{1 


i 


; <0 the younger,. Jucob, firſt Was bleſs'd by yOu 3. «, 
e greater far. was berx then. lam nw, 

Ah partial Heay'a}-.”tis-ſtrange:one Roow hou 

So blef'd by him; andfo unblef'd by me: (i 1 
. Frye: Emblem of the'Lake of Mexiro, : 11 (1) 
: On that ſide freſhandtruitful Waters flow, 2 6 
In this, that's ſalter,- nothing good dath grow. :-: 
Thirſty I languiſh by the 44uſes Well, - : 

Like F ſes]: freſb inthe:Ocean dwell : |: | 

Whilſt all the Rooms is-moiſt, and Dew doth ly :. ..! - 

On all theF lover, :may.\Fleece alone js dry. LEG 
Hh mighty Godt: forgive when I1mplore, 

- Give me byt this,: and:F will anne wars; 


/ OO. ar 7.77; & - I 
*% % - Ss © ws ; F ' # # * 
v 


y 4 np \ 4 ; y 
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Since pray I can't new Miracles may ſhew 
The Place all dry, 2 onely bleſs'd with dew, 
Ah ! ceaſe thy Wonders, give me moiſture too. 


ROT: _ , Coll. _— 


_ 1m 1:0 <0, 
R E A S ON' thou my ſheets,” | | 
—  Deluding Hippottitttgorie,” 
And go and plague your men of Senſe,” 

But let my Love, and me alone. 


= 5 
In ſmall concerns of life we'el own 
Thy ſo mych boaſted Soy reingty,. 
But ſacred Love, juſt like Religion, - ny 
Scorns, and throws of "thy Tyranny. | 


II. 

Jlnatur'd, chart an 3 oily eJooT of Þ 
Who me amidſt my Rapturons Joys, \// 

Doſt with thy Checks of Conſcience ſting/'> 57: > - 5" 

Whoſe bitter all my ſweet deſtroys; 7/ 


WF 


TY. In 


i. 
- — Og FOIA: Oo One 
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| - NV k vildl 
In vain fome dreaming, thinking Fool, FY 
'! Woud'make thee o're our Senſes reign, 
And all our noble Paſſions rule, £ 
... And conſtitute this Creature Man. 


4 


WS |! \ p ; 


In vain ſome Dotard may pretend, 
Thouart our, Torch to $9 
To Happineſs, which.) poor. mankind. , 
As little know, as Paradice., . 


"VL 


At beſt, thou'rt but a glimmering Light, £ 
Which ſerves not to direct our "Way 

But like the Moon confounds our fi ight, | 
And yt ſhews it, Is not day, | 


16, els © 


vi. .. 


The Fool's the happieſt of mankind i :-!. -* | 
Whom Tyrant thou doſt ne're on__ 
No care diſturbs his'thoughtlefs Mindy 4084 
— Like nighttheresreft intdarking inf vis Soul, 
al Vi VIII. Nay 


il, 
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VIII. 
Nay even Brutes are far more bleſt 
Then wretched humane kind : 
For they thoſe Joys may freely taſt, 
From which by Reaſor we're confin'd. 


COTNESS. 
I. 
AY, Iconfeſs I ſhou'd deſpiſe, 
A too too ealy gotten prize, 
Be coy, be cruel yet a while, 
Nor grant one gracious look, or ſmile, 


Thenev'ry little grace from thee, 
Wal ſeem a Heaven on Earth to me, 


II. 
If thou wou'd'ſt haye me ſkil}love on 
With all the Flames I firſt begun, 
Then you muſt {till as ſcornful be, 
For if you once but burn like me, 
My Flames will languiſh and be gone, 
Like Fire ſhined on by the Sun. 


L 


II. All 
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All things that are obtain'd with eaſe, 

As ſoon as gotten we deſpiſe, 

Scarcenelſs does much the value raiſe, 

For this we far fought Jewels prize, 

(For which o're Seas the Merchant runs, ) 
As worthleſs elſe as Pibble-ſtones. 


IV. 


Be Prudent then, and have a care, 

Leſt I ſurprize thee unaware, 

Let Pride and Scocn thy Guardians be, 
And a diſſembled Modeſty, 

That Curſe by which poor womankind 
Are allways forced to hide their mind» 


V. 


Nor lay theſe arts too ſoon aſide, 

In hopes your Lover faſt is tied ; 

For I have oft an Angler ſeen, 

With over halt looſe all again, 
When if the Fool had longer ſtaid, 
The hatmleſs Fiſh had been betray'd, 
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VI. 


-Things to perfection quickly grown, 
Do {till decay and die as ſoon, 

My Love as yet imperfect is, 

And Born juſt like an Embryo dyes. 
Thus early Flowers we often ſee, 

Juſt bloſſome forth then fade and dye. 
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ODES out of CASIMIRE 


' ODE the 18th, BOOK the oth 
of CASTMfRE Para- 
phraſtically Tranſlated. 


To the ROSE with which he vow'd to Crown the 
Virgin M A RY with every June. 


I. 
| Roſe, whom joyful Heaven does beget 
With ſeminal ſhowr's, and Bridegroom heat * 
Whoſe ſhining leaves ſo flaming are. 
Thou ſeenvit thy ſelf a very Star ; 
Spring from Earth's Womb, thy lovely head diſplay, 
And bluſh from thy bright Eaſt a Purple day. 


II. 
To welcome thee ey'n Nature now does gild 
With glittering Pride, each Buſh and Field. 
Soft Gales from Heav'n black Clouds do chaſe, 
And Golden Smiles ſit on it's face. 
The Winter's rage grows calm, and flies away 


The Welt-winds ſport,and clap their wings for Joy. 
III. Spring 
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OE 


; bIt7 {e""W 
. | Spring gentle; Flow r; nn xk not whoſe gh Hair 
Shall thy gAy, comely. Hoeours'wear*: 
For thou whoſe bluſh ſpeaks thee te be-- 
The Child of Virgin Modeſty, 
Ovght'ſ not alaſs! thy Beauties to beſtow; :* + 
On any common, or unhallow'd Brow, .-' 


A 
Then Crown no more the' proptiane vals Vhad 
Thou'tt fit to be ori Altars laid. 
See how the ſacred Virgins Hair 
Flows looſely thro the flowing Air ; © 
She ſues by thy rich Purple to be Crown'd, 
By thee ſhe longs to have her Temples boung. . 


he _ _ _——_— a 4 ” wi 


Our of CAOMIRE 


7Zo Quintus TiBtRinNUS 
ODE the 34th BOOK, the 4th. 


I. 
N O---never think him truly rich, or great, 


Whole fertile ſoiland large Eſtate 
| H 2 Far 
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Far more luxurious Crops,and Har veſts yields 

' ; Fheti the moſt»fruitful Eaſtern Fields ; | 

ThoFortune with rich 'Tides his Land o'reflows, 
And Golden Seeds'far Grainin his bright Furrow ſows: 


TL 
Nor higywhoſe Birth; whoſe Arms, ang Father's' 
Name, X 
Have made the Heir to wealth, and = 
Whom Glory in her Chariot glittering bright 
With Golden rays, and gemmy light, . 
Has born in Pomp, and a Triumphant ſhew, 
Thro wond'ring cities,& all earth's vaſt kingdoms too, 
nl. 
He's poor that wants himſelf, who proud to weigh 
Himſelfagamſt his Vanity, 
.- He with his Titles, ponderous Baggs and all 
His mally Gold can't turn the Scale ; 
And tho he adds his Lands, and whole Eſtate 
In his own lighter Scale, he can't makg up theweight: 
| IV. | 
He ſcarcely knows himſelf, and he ſeems great 
Only in his own vain concelt ; 
Who, being pufftup with the falſe eſteem 
The Giddy crow?d beſtow pn him, 
Wonders 
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Wonders to ſee his;Size fo monſtrous made, 
In the Gygantick bulk E iis own — hade, 


Let no falſe GR treaſure cheat thy ſight, 
With it's deluding fooliſh light ; 
Scorn ſwelling Titles without ſolid praiſe, 
Which nothing but Ambition raiſe. 
Like Bgys thin Bubles for a while they fly, 
© They ſhine, look big, then burlt and dye 
Get thou true Wealth from Vertues. of thy own, 
And learn thoy to be Happy from thy ſelf alone. 


CAS IMTRE Obs the 25th 
Boox the fourth. 


A Dialogue between the Child TE SUS and the 
Virgin-M other , taken partly out of the Firſt, 
Fourth, Fifth, Sixth and Seventh Chapters of the 
Canticles. 


1. 


Child. ©, Virgin-Mother! fairer to behold 
Then Stars Heav*ns glittering Dia- 
(mondsfare, 


More 


More glorians:theirefulgentifagigiofGoldz52010W 
More'briglit.,are clear theti:Chryftal far, -/': ': 

More pleaſing then rich Scarlet, to the ſight, 

Moxe'fair then Lithes clod if —_ white, 


p n . 
Virgin, Dear Child, then' Purple Hefferus more clear, 
More ſhining, then the V idnight Moon, 
Lovelier then Meadows that Springs Livefy, Wear, 
More radiant then the Sun at noon : 
A Sea of M lk c does all thy Limbs 0 'reflow, | 
And thou'rt” more pure then Beds of Winter Snow. 


Child, Your Wn twa Silver-ſtreams lurpaſs, 
That near to E ſebon DMs 

Which when thty-Iohghave bubP'd o're the graſs, 
And ſported long in wanton play, 

Wonder to find their waiid*ring Streams ſuppreſt, 

To bounds confin'd, and huſht in calms of reſt. 


IV. 
Forgin, Your ſhining Eyes as clear,and ſpotleſs look 
As two white Doves in Milk waſht o're, 
Which ſit upon-the Bank of ſome fair Brook, 
Or ſome tranſparent Rivers ſhore : 
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Yet from thoſe Balls of Snow bright flaſhes fly, 
More ſoils then Lightningdartod rom tte Sky 


| A 3 OV! 1 
Child.” 'Your comely Locks with circling glories deck 
* 5Fhe ſhaded Beauties of your Face, _ $4E 
They 4dd new whiteneſs to your (n nowy. Neck, 
And with'Iooſe pride your Shoulders grace ; 
Like Gileads new-waſht Fleeces they appear, 
Bit chicy with Sun-beams gilt are not ſo fair. 


vt 


Virgin. As ſome greenPalm about whoſe flouriſhing 
It's verdant leaves for hair'does grow, (head. 

So round your Cheeks.your golden Treſſs ſpread, 
And down in Waves of Curles they flow ; 

Like Ravens wings they ſhine which gliſkn bright, 

And caſt a luſtre from their yery night; 


VII. 
Child. As from the Comb the Honey drops diſtil, 
So from your Lips words gently fall, 
With golden ſweets theraviſht Ear they b1l, 
And ſhow'r down bleſlings upon all ; 
Or like Brid's long vail loos't from her hair, 
They dance and revel in the ſportive air, 


VII 1% 
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| VIL- | 
Firgin. Within your moutl-{ofc Accents gently Aide 
And in ſwoln tides of, Nectar ſwim, 
Like generous Wine in a charg d Bowls full tide, 
Which ſparkling bright | 0 \refooks the brim - 
Your words are like fait Lillies when made wet, 
And all with liquid gems of Dew beſet, 
IX, 
Child. Your two white Breaſts may with twin-Roes 
That in ſweet beds of Flowers ſtray; (compare, 
And feeding on the Lillies, wanton there 
"Till night ſhuts in declining day ; 
Which now grownold, weary and panting lies, 
And all it's vital flames extinguiſht, dies. 
XK, 
Virgin. Your Breaſts more bright then purple Cluſter 
Cluſters that fruitful Cyprus bears, (ſhow, 
Or thoſe that in Exgaddus Vineyards grow, 
When crown'd with Grapes its head appears: 
Thoſe bunches of ſoft gems that load the Vine, 
Are not ſo beauteous as thoſe Breaſts of thine. 
XI. 
Child, Who looks upon your ruddy Cheeks may ſee, 
Such various lively Colours ſpread 


— 


As 
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As bluſhing Apples ſhew upon the tree, 
 Allpainted gay with ſtreakes of red : 

But in,your. Breaſt there heav*nly Beauties1ye, 

Too glorious to be ſeen by Mortal Eye. 


: XIL i 
Vi irgin, Who ſees your face with wonder there ſhall 
' Borders'of-Flowets in order ſtand ; (view 


Here Roſes blow and palefac'd Lillies too, 

All et by-artful Nature's hand : 
And he that choiceſt Flow'rs, or Spices ſeeks, | 
May have them 1 in the Flourets of your Clicely, 


t LEED 4 | | EEE 
Child, Who loves not. thee his karen Breaſt i: is fill'd 


 _ With more unhumane cruelty 
| Then the moſt ſalvage woods and defarts yield, ' 

| Where Beaſts on blood and ſlaughter prey -: 
Fierce Tygers, Serpents, Bears\and Panthers ſeem, 
All mild and gentle things compar'd to him. 


XIV. 
Virgin, Who loves not thee is more unconſtant known 


Then fickle Gales of veering wind ; 
He's more relentleſs ther: the Marble Stone, 

Deafer then Seas, and more unkind : 
The craggy Mountains raging fire and Sea 
Are not ſo rough, ſo —_— as he. 


SO NG 
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SONG Set by Dr. Blow.” 


G O perjur'd man, and if thou cre return 

To view the ſmall Remainders of my Ury, 
When thou ſhall laugh at my religious duſt, 

And ask, where's now the Colour, Formand Truft 
Of Womens Beauty, and pethaps with ride 

Hands riffle th* Flowers, which the Yirgms ſtrew'd :: ! 
Know I have prayed to pitty, that the Wind 

May blow my Aſhes up, and ſtrike thee blind. 


Tranſlated by the ſame H AND. 


A J* 0 exccrandis perfide paſſibus, 
| Vagumque retro ſi tuleris pedeni, 
Viſurus extremas pudendz 
Relliquias inimicus Urne : 
S: quando rilu txrbidus improbo f 
 Refle monentem Yernnere palverem 
Proclivis, Orrzmenta queres 
Femines tugitiya forme ; 
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Forte &, piarum munera virginum 
Flores, profana diſniccies manu, 
Huic ſexni, Eheu! quam fugacis 
Imperii monumentuw, & Omen : 
Utar protervi vindiciis Noti, 
Vocabo & Euros, tu cineris brev; 
Ultoris 5»ſurgente nube, 
Perpetuam patiere nottem, 


FT. Bl 


F 


— 


The Extravagant. Written 1682, 


_—_ 


Ns  —— 


'ODE. 


— Fs 


7 


_ 
= hs... Att 


F. 
H O W quickly are Love's Pleaſure's gone ! 
How ſoon are all its m;ghty Triumphs done ! 
In vain, Alaſs! do we the Banquet taſt 
Whoſe Sweers as ſwift as Thought arc palt. 
In vain do we renew the Fight, 


Whom ev*n the firſt Alarms do baſely put to flight. 
I 2 Il. Happy 
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II. b, 
Happy great. Fove:!! who ini Alcwena's Armg\ 
For three full N.ghts.enjoy'd Loves Charms, - | 
Nature tutn*d Bawd her Monarch to obey, 
And prmping Darkneſs ſhut out Day ; od 
Whilſt in vaſt joys the half-Fent God did Sweat, 
Joys as his Lightning fierce, and as his God:headigreae, 


. + 


Hl. 
Bravely begun | Oh had it mounted higher 
Fed ſtill with vig*rous thought, and freſh delire, 
: Werel but Fove my boundleſs reign ſhould prove 
But one continud Scene of Love : 
In Extaſies wou'd I diſſolving lye, 
As long as all the mighty round of vaſt Eternity, 


T. B. 


A 
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Gr 


[ 


A Pans PHRASE upon the 


XIIF ODE i in. Hbrace Lib. 4 
eAudivere Lyce &c: 


| 
| Dop- have my Pray'rs ſlow Heayv'n aſſail 4, 

But thanks toall the Powers aboye . 
That ſtill revenge the cauſe of :njur'd love, 
| Lyce at laſt they have prevail'd : 

Now full amends by Heav'nis made, 

For who can Providence upbraid 

'Fhat ſees thy former pride with haſtned age repaid ? 


II. 
, Thowrt old, and yet by awkerd ways doſt ſtrive 
Th' unwilling paſſion to revive, 
Doſt dance, and drink, and teach thy Lyre, 
} | And all, to ſet ſome pupy heart on fire : 
Alaſs! in Chloe's Cheeks Love backzng lyes, 
Chloe great Beauties, faireſt prize, 
Chloe that charms our Ears, and raviſhes OuſoRges. "4 


III, The 
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mW. 
The vig'rous Boy flies ore the barren Plains 


Where fapleſs Oaks their wither'd Trunks extend, 
| (For Lovelike other Gods diſdains | 
To grace the fbrine that age has' once profant. ) 

He too laughs at thee now 
Scorns thy gray Hairs, and wrinkled Brow, 
How ſhould his youthful fires — Wy with hoary ages ſnow?. 


FV. 
In vain with wondrous art, and ms ighty, care 


You ſtrive your ruin d Beauty to repair, 
No far-fercht Silks one Minute can reſtore 
That t5me has added to the endlgfs Score, 


_ Andpreciops Stones, tho ne're ſo bright 
* They ſhine withtheir own native light- 
Will but 4:/rrace thee now, and but inharce thy night. 
V. 
Ah! me where's now that meen ! that face? 
That ſhape ! that air! that ev/ry grace? 
That colour ! whoſe enchanting red 
Me to Love's Tents a:Caprive led; - 
Strange turn of Fate, that ſhe 
Who from my ſelf ſo oft. has ſtoln poor me, 
Now through the juft revenge of time fol: from her 
(ſelf ſonld be, VI. Time 
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Time was, when Lyce's pow'rful face 

To Phillis onely gave the place, 

Perfet in all thoſe lirtle Tricks of Love, 
That charm the ſenſe, and the quick fancy move. 
But Fate to Phillis a long Reign deny d, 
She fe{ in all her blooming Beauty's pride, | 
She conquer'd whilſt ſheliv'd, and RO as ſhe dy'd. 
vir. © 

Thou ( like ſome old Commander i in diſgrar ) 
*Surviving the paſt Conque#ts of thy face, 

Now the great buſmef of thy life i is done, 
Review'ſt with grief what Ti rophies thou baſt won : 
Damm'd t6 be parch'd with Luſt in frozen ape, 

And tho paſt af;”n damn'd to keep the Stage. 

That all might laugh to ſte that glaring light 
Which lately ſhone ſo fierce, and bright, 
End with a Stink at laſt, 'and vaniſh into nighr. 


'By T.B, of Ch.Ch, 


Os xs 
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Gt ES Paraphras' 4 and linicated: 


ll 


The XIIIth Chap, of "_ Pan 


 Pindaric ODE.. 


" 
hold, proud Babylon with trembling fear 
Thy miſeries and ruin's drawing near: = 
Thy Sins have rouz'd the great Almighty one z 
And ſee the Harveſt of his Fury's, coming on-- 
Behold his bare Arm terribly ſtretch't out. 
His pond'rous- Sword i is drawn, whoſe michty 
(weight, 
Can cruſh the World,and make i it eld to Fate ; ; 
With fierce Revenge 'tis edg'd too for the fight 
| And from it comes a diſmal light; . 
Ruin and DeſtruCtion ſit 
| In Triumph on the paint of it. 
Lo! now his bloody Banner is diſplay'd ; 
What num'rous Armies fly now to his aid ? 
See how they leap for joy,and heark how terribly they 
(ſhout. 


_ 


«a3 + 


IT, The 


POEMS: bs 


—_—_— _ —_— _—  — — _ C—— 


WA. * 
The Armies on the Mountains ſtand; 


And beckon to each other with the hand : 
And heark, methinks, 1 hear them ay, 
Hoe * noble Chiefs, let $ tnarch away, 
Let us ( Heaven's Emp'ror*s Hoſt ) fit down 
Before the boaſted Walls of Babylon ; 
Before their Nobles Gates z and there 
Let us conſult to carry orntheſacred War. 
Hither the Medes and Perſi ans all 
Come at their Kings great call : 
By his unutterable Name they {wear ; 
That they no Age, no Sex, nor no Ons! will ( Pare. 


LIL, 
| As ſome brave war-horſe, when the T rumjets Po [. 


Eager to be amongſt his Foes, does bound, 
; And with his Hoof paws up the ground. 
) Then neighs about for joy to hear 
The claſhing noiſe of Armes lo near : 
So they're impatient to engage, 
To be the Scourges of Heaven's rage. 
Not all thoſe Worthies, whoſe great deeds,and name 
Are Reegiſter'd, that they may be 
y A Pattern for Poſterity, 


And wrote down in the Golden Rowls of Fame ; 
K 


Nor 


E6 MISCELE ANT 
Not Saul, and David, who did c come, 
From Helah's Plains 1 in Triumph home; 
Could ever boaſt of: more ſucceſs, 
Or greater Battles to he won then theſe ; Pp 
Armies ſhall be 0 recome by them, and har 
Shall all their Thouſands, and;ten Thouſands lays 


- Tie” ns 
Thoſe m many Plagues Heay” n did on hp wine 


To puniſh a Proud ſtubborn King, © - 
;» Thoſe Plagues ſhall be. 
..Pour'd down on-thee, 
Huge Troops of Locuſts ore their land did paſs, 
Which eat up all their Corn and Grals ; 
But thefe (O Babylon) ſhall yet do-more, : 
They ſhall thy Fruit,thy Corn,and thee and all deyour, 
Thick darkneſs to-be felt was there, 
And no leſs darkneſs ſhall-be here. 
Th' Xgyptian Hoſt was drown'd too in the Flood ; 
And all thy Princes, all thy Pomp, and State, 
With them in this ſhall ſhare an equal Fate ; 
For they too ſhall be drown'd in a Red-Sea of Blood, 


V. 
What diſmal ſhouts th' aff:ighted Air do fill, | 
And from the Mountains they grow louder ſtill, 


Like 
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Like thoſe when routed Armies fly, 
And all with one united voice proclaim their Vitory, 
Lo! the Worlds Gen'ral comes, and from afar 
He brings with him his mighty men,and inſtruments of 
Drawn by the winds now down he flies, (War ; 
More ſwift then his own lightning from the skies. 
And in a Chariot of thick Clouds does ride, 
By Angels guarded oneach ſide ; _ 
A rapid Tempeſt drives along before, ; 
A rowling Sea of Thunder, whoſe loud Billows roar; 
All to proclaim his coming, and triumphant pow'r. 


VS .: 

Thus arm'd with th* Weapons of his wrath 

And indignation he's come forth. ' x 
All to the Gen'ral Muſter now repair ; 
The Lord of Hoſts commands them to be there : 
And firſt he views their order well, and then 

Draws in Batalia up his men, 

Sets ev'ry Troop and File aright, 

And thus prepares them for the Fight: 
Before him all his Chiefs their valour try, 
Their $kill in Armes, and arts of Chivalry : 

And what may not ſuch Armies do, (too ? 


Commanded thus by God, and by him thus inſtructed 
K 2 VI. Waen 
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VII. 


When troubled Nature hears this dreadful noiſe, 
And roaring Thunder of th' Allmighty's voice; 
With terror ſtruck, ſhe then ſhall tand agaſt - 
 Thereeling Earth for fear ſhall quake, 
And its dear Center then forſake - 
The looſned Center too it ſelf ſhall ſhake : 
Earth on all the wings of fear ſhall fly as faſt, 
: « iwift Roe, when by the Hounds he's chac't, 
2 ſne ihall think thoſe Pangs ſhe feels, her Jaſt. 
..c Heavens ſtartled at this dreadful fhew, 
Shall ſhrink for fear and tremble too : 
And ſtrange confuſions ſhall be hurl'd 
Thro Earth, Thro Heav*n,and all the world- 
Blind Night ſhall now miſtake her way, 
And meet the Riſing Sun half way ; 
And all his Purple Majeſty of Morning light 
Shall ſhrouded be in ſolid, and ſubſtantial night. 
The Moon for want of borrow'd Rays ſhall be 
A blotied Orb of dark obſcurity. (out, 
Thoſe Lamps, that guild the night,ſhall be blown 
In darkneſs looſe their way, in darkneſs wander all 
be (about: 


VII. This 
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VIL 
This day of Terror now ſhall quickly come. 
Prepare, curſt City, to feceive thy Doom ; 
With fierce wrath burning ſee the Lord 
Brandiſhes o're thy head his Sword 
See how he now lifts up his hand 
To ruine and deſtroy the guilty Land : 
Each ſtroke of his vaſt ſlaughters ſhall beſtow, 
And ſwift deſtruction ſhall atrend the blow. 
In vain ſhall all thy Armies fight - 
In vain ſhal't thou attempt thy flight, 
In vain thy Stratagems ſhal't uſe, 
When Vengeance, and an angry God purſpes. 


L IX, 


Thy great Gygantick Sons of pride, 
Who have both Heav'n and Earth defy'd, 
Who on Ambition's towring Wings 


Did ſoar above the height of all Earth's vaſlal Kings ; 


To whoſe commanding Scepters ſway 
The tributary World did Homage pay, 
Likeleſler Rivers to the boundleſs Sea ; 

Thy terrible, and men of might, (fright ; 


Whoſe names but mention'd,diſtant Lands cou'd 


Who 
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Who on the Necks of their ſlain Enemies, 
And ſlaughter?d Monarchs tothe thrones did riſe, 
Shall be from all their glories tumbled down, 
And on the Earth regardleſly be thrown ; 
But in their fall they ſhall be mangled ſo, (know, 
No one thy Kings from common Slaves ſhall 
Thetr Royal Blood mixt with baſe Slaves ſhajl UB- 
(diſtinguiſht flow. wk 


XN. 

Thy * Inhabitants in ev*ry diſmal Street 
Triumphant Grief in ſullen Pomp ſhall meet ; 
Vaſt Floods of Sorrow ſhall encompaſs them about, 

And they in vain ſhall ſtruggle to get out; 
Their Souls ſhall melt away in fear, (tear, 
And Chitd-bed Pangs their lab*ring Breaſts ſhall 
Their ſtrength ſhall languiſh and decay, 
And they ſhall ſwoon and faint away, 
The reſt fixt with amaze, 
Shall on each other wildly gaze ; 
Their faces then ſhall ſeem to burn with ſhame, 
And with hot glowing bluſhes kindle to a flame. 
At theſe AParms thy Strangers all ſhall run(ſhun, 
From thy curſt Walls the threatning Plagues to 


And the black gath'ring Tempeſts rowling on. 
And 
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And thoſe, that there behind remain , 
Shall-ſerve but to- cov the number of the flain. 


XI. 


Im vain ſhall neighb'ring Kings'with 'them com. 
And theip-axiliary Forces joyn, -{bine, 
For all by the impartia} Sword ſhall fall, 
Andall the land be made one grave;and they onefunerat. 
The-Medes to thy barr'd'Gates ſhall gb ; 
A numerous, pow'rful, and reſentlefs Foe, 
" Andthy ſtrong Forts,thy Walls, aftd' Bavuts Over 
.Cthrow. | 
| Not thoſe rich bitths the Sun dide& re bike; 
Hatch't by his aQtive genial heat, 
Not Ophir Gold with its bewitching charmes 
Shall bribe them to lay down their Armes, 
Or have the pow'r to ſave 
© The mearteſt Vaſſaf's Blood; or 'vileſt ſlave: 
They ev ry Spring of life ſhall drein, 
- Shall ſuck up the laſt drop, and drink up ev'ry vein. 
Thy glitt* ring wealth ſhalt! not' delight their eyes; 
They ſhall confoutid both that: and thee, and both alike 
{ deſpiſe, | 
All, Then 
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XII. 
Then Fate with Carcaſſes ſhall pave thy ways; 
And Mountains of pil'd deaths,high as thy Tow'rs, 
(ſhall raiſe. | 
To none thy cruel Foes ſhall Quarter give, 
Their crime deſerves death:now who dare to live. 
Ev'n new-born Infants ſhall no pity find, 
Their deafinexorable Ear 
Shall not their tender cries,. or Mothers Prayers hear : 
1f they give quick diſpatch, they'll think they're 
Their helpleſs Mothers ſhall ſtand by, (kind. 
And ſee their Children on the Pavement thrown, 
Batter*d, and mangled on the-flinty Stone ; 
Where they drown'd in their blood ſhall ſprawling lye. 


XIII. 
Nor ſhall thy, very houſes be ſecure, | 
They ſhall their wild revengeful rage endure. 
| 8 Of thy.choice Riches they ſhall havock make, 

$ * And all thy Wealth, as their free Plunder, take : 

| Thus thoſe vaſt ſumms,for which thou long did(ſt 
Shall be the Souldiers cheap and eaſy ſpoil. (toil, 
And after all when thy rich Cates and Wines ; 
Have with hot luſt enflam'd their ſwelling Veins. 


Then 
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Then to augment thy griefarid freſh diſgrace * 
Thy wives ſhall raviſht be before their husbands face. 
Yet when they'vequencht'their loſtful fire, 
Their fury {till ſhall flame the higher; 
For then they ſhall rip up their teeming Womb, 
And cruelly paint o're 
The Embryo with his Mothers gore, (fore, 
And expiate thus with blood, . what they defil'd be- 
The place that ſhould give life ſhall give a Tomb, 
And they ſhall kill ſucceeding ages yet to come, 


XIV. 
Thus the proud City in which Kingdoms boaft, 


And Chaldee Monarchs glory moſt ; 
Which more refulgent now appear, 
To lefſer Towns and Cities round, 
- Then Cynthia *monegſt the vanquiſht Stars; 
When that bright Empreſs of the night 
Dazles in her full Orb,and rich majeſtick robes of light, 
And with the Golden Sun-beams ſet with Gems of 
(Stars ſhe's crown'd. , 
Ev'n ſhe and all her Pallaces which riſe ſo high, 
They ſeem to touch the neighb*ring Sky,(ly, 
Shall levelFd with the Earth in their own ruins bury'd 
Like Sodom, or Gomorab's luſtfu] Town, (down ; 


When Heay?n rain'd ſhow*rs of Fire to burn it 
'D An 
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- ARSMDEY | def olation ſhall embrace 
waiT he pnjnhabited.and deſert place : 
- An empzineſgas great as that 
"On which old Rrimitive nothing brooding ſate, 
 Apd all. thip 6h from.its fruitful Womb begat. 
1 0 3p. 
, No gentle Ptbethin here ſhall keep 
"His tendet F16cks,or feed his SheeP,z 
No wandeting Arabians here 
2/1: Their numerous Streets of Tents ſhall rear, 
Upon the unfrequented Plain ; 
OA ff'to a City ſo reſtor't again, | 
"Nothing here ſhall ever ſtay 
Put obſcene Birds and Beaſts of prey. 
= Lyon, their. ſtern Morarch ſhall poſſeſs, 
"—_— — Reign i 11 thy gilt Pallaces, 
O're all his ſalvage: Subjects of the wilderneſs. 
"The Satyrs here ſhall dance for joy to ſee 
mes © Reliques of thy miſery. 
Fierce Dragons and Ni ight-ravens here ſhall dwell, 
. But no ones death by diſmal croaks fortel : 
With hid eous ſcrietches the foreboding Owl 
Shall fill each houſe, and Wolves in ey oF ſtreet ſhall 
( howl, 
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UT Q 
os 8 


CO eee a em endl. 


Oos the 15* of the Firſt Boor of 


CASIMIRE imitated, encouraging the 
Poliſh Knights after their laſt Con- 
queſts to proceed in their Victory. 


I. 


Elieve, ye after ages yet to come, 
Believe the mighty Conqueſt won. 
70! the mighty Conqueſt's won, and we 
Have purchas'd a triumphant Victory. 
The Turks they fly now baſely all, 
Their {catter*d Troops 1gnobly fall ; 
Gaſping they beg your fatal Arms to ceaſe, 
And with their Blood they bargatn for a Peace. 


II. 
What trembling fear did through their Army ſpread | 
And wing'd with fear how ſwift they fled, 
When our great King in Honours noble race 
Before him did their flying Heroes chaſe 
Like Fove he then his Thunder threw, 
And kill'd whole Myriads as they flew. 
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Terribly bright his Sword, like Lightving, kills ; 
And num'rous deaths increaſe the neighb'ring Hills, 


II. 


What great amazements now the Tartars ſeize; 
One faints for fear, another dyes. 

The cruel Tartars, which no pitty knew, 

On bended knees did now for pitty ſue ; 

| When they beheld the Danube's Flood 
Rowl down 1n Tides of their own Blood ; 

And how the Boſpher to the Ocean fled, 

Inbluſhing ſtreams to hide his Captive head. 


IV. | 
When they ſaw all their Chiefs, their men of War, 
And Janizaries fly for fear ; 
Whilſt they beneath their ſhelt'ring Armes did bow, 
And ſtrove now only to defend the blow ; 
They cou'd not now their Spears command, 
They drop't from their weak trembling hand, 
So meaner Beaſts of Prey to Lyons yield, 
And leave the Spoil and Trophies of the Field. 


"W 
When Buda, Gran, and ev'ry Fortreſs near 
Of their inglorious flight did hear, 
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The noiſeof Armes, and groans of dying Men; 
Their freſh diſgrace they eccho'd back agen. 
When the ſad news Byzantium knew, 
The great Byzantium trembled too ; 
Its lofty Tow'rs now ſeem'd to rock with fear, 
As if our King play'd all his Thunder there. 


VI. 
Shall we thus crown'd with Lawrels and ſucceſs, 
Lie all diflolv*d in ſloth and eaſe ? 
Have we in vain with our Blood Honours bought ? 
 Invain for future ages glories ſought ? 
Shall our example ſloth create, 
And make our Sons degenerate ? 
Our ſprightly youth uſeleſs in War become, 
And ſleep in peace and ſlavery at home. 


VII. 

Alaſs *twill be a moſt upbraiding ſhame 

(A hated truth I'de bluſh to name} 
To ſee that ſprightly fire and gen'rous beat 
(Which did our great Fore-fathers animate) 

In us to Janguiſh and decay, 

In us to dye and faint away : 
And all their Warlike rage in us to waſt, 
And ev'ry age grow worſe {fill then the laſt. 


—— 


Or 
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VIII. 

Or let us (who in all the Glories ſhare, 

Our Anceſtors e*re got in War) 
Pull down the Trophies in our Temples hung ; 
(For which we lately [3 Pear! ſung) 

Th Imperial Flag (which our great King 

Late ſrom the Turkiſh Camp did bring ) 
The Armes, the Swords, the Helmets and rich ſpoil, 
The jult rewards of our great Leaders toll. 


IX, 
Let us pull down all thoſe bright Armes, that be 
Our Monuments of Victory, 
And ſacred Statues, which. the likeneſs give 
Of our great Fathers, in which ſtill they live 
And let us all their. Honours raze, 
And burn the Records of their praiſe; 
Leaſt ev'n their Images ſhou'd bluſh to know 
A Race ſo much unlike themſelves, as you. 


R. 
Or if we hope our Glories to encreale, 
And wou'd not live in lazy Peace ; 
With ſacred Oaths let's in a League combine ; 
With brave Lorrain and Staremburg let's joyn; 


And 
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And let us once again act o're, 

Thoſe Triumphs we obtain'd before ; 
Whilſt the curſt Infidels to make it good, 
Shall Seal and ſhall Cement it with their Blood. 


XI, 
O mighty Prince of everlaſting Fame, 

Whom Kings and Emp'rors joy to name, 
Whom Glory on fwift Wings to Heaven bears, 
And fixes thy bright Praiſe amongſt the Stars : 

Thou Bulwark of the German Throne, 

Thou Pride and Glory of thy own - 

Stop thou not here, but as thou haſt begun, 
To greater Conqueſts lead thine Armies on. 


XII. 

March thro thick Groves of Spears with thy drawn 

And to quick Victory give the word, (Sword, 
And let thy Glutton Blade (which twice before, 
Has been made drunk with Turkiſh Heroe's gore ) 

Be nobly the third time embru'd 

In a vaſt Sea of Turkiſh Blood ; 
And with thy Troops pull the proud Sultan down, 
Tho Mahmet ſhou'd ſtand to guard his Throne. 
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A Fragment out of Catullus to Lesbia. 


HP the man ! thrice happy he 
And equal to a Deity, 


He, if it ſounds not too too odd, 
Is greater far then any God ; 

Who ſits and hears, and ſees you, while 
You ſweetly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
As ſoon as I my Lesbia ſee 

My Senſes all depart from me. 

Nothing about me is ſecure, 

From Love's and Lesb:a's mighty pow'r. — 
My faultring Tongue now cannot ſpeak 4 
My Heart ſwells up as it would break, 
Each Veinis with her love poſleſt, 

And gentle Flames glide thro my Breaſt, 
My Earsring with a fancied noiſe, 

My Soul faints with exceſlive joy, 

My ſwimming Eyes grown dull of ſight, 
Are clouded with a donble Night, 

Thy Sloth ha's done this injury, 

Catullus It has ruin'd thee. 

Too much you wanton in ſoft eaſe, 

And that, alaſs ! too much does pleaſe. 
»Twas Sloth rich Cities firſt o'rethrew 
Deſtroy*d both Kings and Empires too, CASI- 
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To the Qrofhoper 


Leſt Epicure of gt Divine, 
Who, drunk with Heavens dewy Wine, 
On ſome cool ſhady Tree dof ſit, 
And ſing upon the top of it ; 
Whilſt with the chearful Muſick of thy voice 
Thou mak'ſt thy ſelf, and ſilent Woods rejoyce: 


II. 
Now ſince the tedious Winter's paſt, 
And welcome Summer's come at laſt 
(Which with ſwift Wheels ſtill hurcies on, 
And ſtill is eager to be gone) 
Chide the Sun's haſt, with mirth the day prolong. 
Make Phebws ſtop his courſe to hear thy Song. 


III, 
As the moſt happy gloriousday 
Juſt brings it ſelf, and ſhews us joy ; 
So bliſs but ſmiles on us, and then 
Snatches its ſelf away agen : 
Our empty joys too fleeting ſti]l appear, 
But ſolid griefs too long 17 Rn are. 
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Er1iGRkaMs Imitated, 


Ont cf Man Tiaul Book the 3d 
Epig. 33d imitated. 


OR Cod's ſake tell me what bold confidence 
Does draw you up to Town, Dear Friend ; from 
Let not vain hopes your better ſenſe deceive; ( hence ? 
If you'll go, tell me how you hope to live. | 
O Sir, you cry, 1 in the Laws will trade, 
And eloquent as W------ Canſes plead ; 
Nor ſhall the notedſt Gown with me compare 
At Doftors Commons, or at Weſtminſter, 
The Courts of Chanc*ry, or the King's Bench-bar. ) 
F------ and T------ both did Cauſes plead, 
Yet they, you know, could ſcarcely get their Bread ; 
Now they, like common Rogues, are forc't to ply 
In Temple Walks and trade in Perjury, 
Well Sir you ay, if this thing does not hit, 
PII Poetize and be a man of Wit ; 


The lofry Verſes which from me you hear 
With wonder you'll applaud your ſelf, and ſwear ( 
That they as good as L----5 Or D-.---s are, \ 


Heay*ns 
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Heay' ns Sir you rave, you talk fo1 madly now : 

Thoſe tatter'd things which out at Elbows go; 

Which wait for Scraps and Coach-room at White-hal, 
Are Spenctr's, Corpleys, L----s anf'D-----n5 all. 

Pray then'aviſe, how I my coutſe may Steer, 

For I am now teſolv'd to ſettle there. 

Why, Sir, if you're that ſtrange unheard of thing, 
True to your Countries cauſe, 'your God, and King; 
You by ſome Miracle perchatite may thrive ; 

And by ſtrange luck may make a ſhitt tolive. 


Mn 


- 
_—_— PW OO 9 OP 


eAnEpig. out of M ARTIAL imi- 
tated Book the 2d, Epig. 54. 


g IR Fopling, you're a man of Faſhion grown ; 

The oſt? accompliſht Blade in all the Town - 
'Tisall the Ladies talk ; but tell me this; 

What a fine man of Mode and Faſhion is. 

»Tis he thats all the morning at the Glaſs, 

To put each Curle in it's moſt proper place, 
And in aftefted forms to ſet his Face, 
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That ſmells-of Eſſence, and the beſt perfume, 

Which does from India or Arabia come. 

That when one ſpeaks (as if he did not hear } 

Hums o're {ome wanton Song, or modiſh Air. 

That Legs and Arms in various poſtures throws ; 

And ſeems to dance at ev'ry ſtep he goes. 

Thar fits among the women.in the Pit, 

And that he may be thoughta man of Wit ; 

He whiſpers to the next asto a Friend, | 

Then in loud laughter does his whiſp? ring end. 
That reads and writes Love-letters to and fro, 
And does each Gallants Wench and Miſtreſs know. 
Who, tho unbidden, is a conſtant gueſt, 

At ev'ry Mask, at ev'ry Treat, and F ealt, 

But ſits in pain for fear the next ſhould ſtir, 

And lo diſplace his drels or Garniture. - 

Who knows New: Market breed ſo well, that he 
Can tell you Jack-a-Dandy's Pedigree ; | 
Anddown from long deſcefit pretends to trace 
The famous Swallows or fleet Dragon's Race. 
How Sir - what's this you ſay ? is this Buffoon 
Admirdſo for aSpark throughout the Town ? 
Believe me Sir, on Earth there cannot be. 
A more ridiculous trifling thing then ie. 


CA- 
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CATULLUS Eris. 3d. 


E Graces weep, weep all that's fair, 
Ye Loves and Cupids ſhed a tear, 
Weep ev'ry beauteous Youth and Maid ; 

' My Lesbia's pretty Sparrow's dead, 
Her joy, delight, which ſhe did prize, 
And love more dear then her own Eyes; 
For 'twasa lov'ly wretch, and lweet, 
Asever Woman fancy'd yer, 
Not better knew my charming Dear 
Her mother, then this Sparrow her. 
Always in Lesbia's Lap it laid, 
And there it hop't about and play'd ; 
Still to my Love it chirp't alone, 
But now alaſs, alaſs,'tis gone ; 
And takes its everlaſting flight - | 
To the black ſhades of endleſs N ieht ; 
Whence nothing, when by death 'tis (lain, 
Can ever make return again, 
Ye curſed ſhades ; may no weak Ray, 
Chear you with dawning hopes of day. 


8s MISCELLANY 


Which devour firſt and prey upon 
All.thats lovely, fair, and young : 

O critel Fates ! what have you done ! 
Alaſs poor Sparrow thou art gone; 

And Lesbia's ſmoln Eyes look red 

With weeping for thee now thou'rt dead. 


— — 
L O—— 
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FracMEnTS Imitated out of 


OO CT 
Ly 


A Fragment out of PETRONITUS 
Initated, beginning Thus---- Non 
eſt, falleris gc. 


Ovu'r mightily deceiy'd, Ifſwear, 

And mightily (Dear Friend) youerr ; 
Wretched's that State, in which you gueſs 
Alone conſiſts life's happineſs. 

"Tis not your proud hands to behold 
Glitt'ring with Diamonds ſet in Gold, 


Nor 


Nor, likean Emp'ror's Miſs, to wear 

A Nations value in your Ear, 

Nor all thoſe trifles to receive, 

That the Exchangeor Mint can give ; 
With all the ſhining toys, and coſt, 
That wealthy Lombard-ſtreet can boaſt ; 
Nor is't, like Popes, our ſelves to pleaſe 
With Holy Luxury, and eaſe, 

Nor ſtretch't in ſloth to lye upon, 

And ſink into ſoft Beds of Down, 

Nor, in great Pomp, - to it at Meat 

In an Embroyder'd Chair of State, 

And quaff rich Wines from Golden Plate. 
Nor ist to have our Tables groan 
Beneath the coſtly load thereon 

Of Foul, Rackults, and Fricaſees, 

And all thoſe French varieties, 

Or Kickſhaws of the nobleſt Feaſl, 

By Locket, or by Lumly drelt. 

Nor to poſſeſs all the rich ſtore 

That our Eaſt-7ndia Fleet brings Ore. 
But *tis to have a Conſcience 
Guarded with ſpotleſs Innocence 
And with bold courage to advance 
Againſt the Shock of adyerſe chance z 
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And not, as Af----- did, to go 

Amongſt the dirty croud, and bow 
On both ſides popularly low. 

And not tobe with fear poſleſt, 


Tho a Sword's drawn againſt your Breaſt. | 
"The happy man that thus can be, þ 


In ſpite of Fate, from danger free, 
From fear, and meer Hypocriſie, - 
He may deſpiſe, and laugh in ſport 
At the Intregues of State, and Court 
He at command may Fortune have, 
And make her ſerve himas his ſlave. 


On Womans Levity. 
A Fragment out of Petros: 


= thou thy Ship to Sea, and Wind; 
But not thy ſelf to Woman-kind ; 
For the unconſtant Wind, and Sea, 

Are Faithfuller by far then they. 

All Maids are treacherous in their love, 
Andif by chance one conſtant prove, 

I know not how ſhe e're could be 
Made conſtant from Inconſtancy. 


A Fragment out of PETRONIUS imi- 
'  tated,beginning Candida fidereis ghve, 


To by Miſtreſs. 


O U, fair Coſmelia, have two burning Eyes, 
From which as from two Stars bright flames arile; 
Your Neck with od'rous fweets of Roſes flows ; 
Your ſhining Hair more wealth then Gold beſtow's . 
Your ſweet delicious Lips are overſpread, 
Like young Aurora's, with a Purple red ; 
In various wantonneſs e2ch branching vein 
Do's your white Breaſts with blew Meanders ſtain : 
Beauty it ſelf, youth, ſmiles, and ev'ry Grace 
Do all pay Tribute to your heav'nly Face ; 
Adazling Goddeſles bright form you ſhew, 
The Queen of Peauty yeilds her felt to you ; 
Your Hand as made with Silver, does appear z 
Your graceful Fingers long, , and ſlender are ; 
| Yourpretty Foot do's ever tread upon 
A ſhining Floor of poliſht Marble Stone ; 


N 
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Nor ſhou'd ignoble Stones, or common Street 
Hurt, or profane Coſmelia's ſacred Feet ; 

When you among the Beds of Lillies ſtray, 
Their leaves drop down as proud to ſtrew your way, 
Whilſt; like Camilla, over them you paſs 

Leaving no print upon the Flow'rs, or Grafs : 

Let others with rich Gemms, and Pendents deck 
And Neck-laces of Pearl their head, and neck ; 
You only, Deareſt, can attract mine Eyes 

When rifled of thoſe ſhining vanities, 

All who view your PerfeCtions, grant you be 

As much aboye their Praiſe, as Flattery. 

The Muſes, and the Syr2rs ceaſe their Song 

At the ſoft Muſick of yout charming Tongue z 
From which encreaſing ſweets do ever flow ; 

And my poor panting Soul you raviſh ſo, 

That to your wretched ſlave you cruel prove, 
And dart at him a Thouſand ſhafts of Loye. 

A rageing flame feeds on my wounded heart, 

And *tis incurable by Surgeon'sart : 

- But one kiſs from your Lips, on mine impreſt, 
Can baniſh theſe fierce tortures from my Breaſt ; 
This '1caling Med'cine. can ty griefs control, 
And cure the fad diſtempers of my Sovl. 
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Let not your Face ſuch killing fierceneſs wear ; 
Ah! do not thus my Nerves in pieces tear ; 
Nor let my Tomb, when I am dead, complain, 
That I was by my Dear*s unkindneſs ſlain. 

But if you think this Boon too great to grant 
Tome your ſlave, and humble ſuppliant, 

Yet grant me this, that when I breathleſs lye, 
KilPd with the murdering Lightning of your Eye, 
You would in your white Arms embrace me then ; 
And ſo reſtore me to my life agen. 


. 


—— —— ut 
w— 
—_— ” OR FRG 


A Fragment out of PETRONIUS 
imitated, beginning Thus — Quiſ- 
quis habert nummos &xe. 


T HE wealthy Lord thro Storms at Court may ſail 
Into Preferment with a proſperous gale. 

On Honours gilded Pinacles may ſtand, 

And have the world, and Fortune at command ; 

He by his tempting Golds all mighty charms 

Can bring a Queen, or Princels to his Arms; 

And bribe her Father, tho a King, like Zove 


With a bright ſhow'r of Gold to grant his love. 
N 2 He 
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Can grace the Puipit, and adorn the Bar, 

And foil the greatelt Rook at Weſtminſter. 

He with nice art the choiceſt Verſe can write, 
Can baffl:z D----- and the men of Wit - 

The Matchleſs C----ly, and Great W----ler ſeem 
Rude, and unpo]iſht, when compar'd to him. 

If you have Wealth you may do what you pleaſe, 
The Judge, or Prieſt your awful Nod obeys, 

All ſtrait your skill, and mighty learning own 
And you're a $t------- 7, Or Pemberton, 

All things obey your Gold, and you may have 
What e're your wanton thoughts, or wiſhes crave. 
You of all pow'r, and Grandeur are poſleſt, 

Have Heav'n, and ove himſelf too in your Cheſt. 


He can be Loxd-Chief. Juſtice, Counſellor, 
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Dn — 


Vzrsts on ſeyeral Occaſions. 


_— 


Loyein a Trance. 


SONG. 


A 
| > — a dark and lonely ſhade, 
In aremote, and ſilent Grove, 
(A ſecret place by Nature made' + 
For Novices to-praftice Love : 
Young Corvdcr: brought Cloris here 
To walk with him, and take the Air. 
Chorus. The God of Love ſtood by, and ſaw, 
And ſmiling laught out Ha-Ha-Ha. 


II. 

But as they walk't the Shepherd ſaid 
Shall I requeſt one thing of you, 
Tell me (dear Cloris? charming Maid) 
Ah! tell me if you loye me now ; 
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If you ſay no, then know that I 
Your faithful Corydor will dye. 
Cho. The God of Love, G&c. 


III; 

Quick bluſhes on her Cheeks did riſe, 

Tumultuons joys heay?d up her Breaſt, 
Her flaming Soul flaſh't thro her Eyes, 

And ſhe in ſmiles her love confeſt ; 
Says ſhe ſo may you ſtill proye true, 
As I love you, andonly you. 

Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


IV. 
The Youth thus rap't in hopes of bliſs, 

Did gently ſqueeze her hand, and then 
He gave the willing Maid a Kiſs, 

Which kindly ſhe reſtor'd agen ; 
Then hand in hand they walk't along, 
And ſung with matual ſtrife this Song, 

Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


V. 
Corydon. 
© my dearCloris, far more fair, 
Then Virgin Lillies newly blown, 


More 
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More ſweet then flowry Meadows are, 

And ſofter then young Swans firſt Down ; 
|: More bright, more ſmooth then any Glaſs, 
Thou do'ſt all Woman-kind ſurpaſs, 

Cho, The God of Love, @c- 


VI. 


Cloris. 


Strong as yon” Mountain thou art found, 
As high, and lofty is thy head, 
And like the Wood, with which 'tis crown'd, 
Thy Hair do's round about it ſpread : 
Yet ſoft, and gentle is thy Mind, 
And thou ſurpaſſeſt all Mankind. 
Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


VII, 


Corydon. 
My Cloris is the joy of Swains, 
Her Sexes Envy, and its pride, 
The prize, and conteſt of the Plains, 
And wonder of the Towns beſide ; 
Was fair OEnone here again, 
And lov'd me now, ſhe'd love in vain, 


Cho. The God of Love, Cc, 
VIII, Cloris 


_—_—__ 


Ky 
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VHE 
Cloris: 
Young Corydon is {kek, and pay, 
Yet makesthe ſturdieſt Shepherds quake, 
Corydor's Lord of ev*'ry May, 
And wins the Garland ev'ry Wake ; 
Nor would I leave my charming Boy 
For Shepherd Paris, and his Troy. 
Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


IX, 


Corydon. 
1, my fair Cloris, have for you 

A pretty Lamb-kin in my Fold, 

Ripe Apples, Plums, and Cheſtnuts too, 

And Grapes, with Purple ſtreakt, and Gold, ' 
With Curds, and New-milk from the Cow ; 
And I have kepr it all for you. 

Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


R, 


Cloris. 
| have a Pipe that's neatly made, 
Which out of Six more was my choice, 
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On which ſweet Lays Menalras play'd; 
But not ſo ſweet as is your voice ; 
This, and a Crook; the Swain gave me 
But I've preſerv'd thein both for thee, 

Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


Xl, 


Scarce this the Shepherdeſs had faid, 
| But the Swain claſp't her round the Waſt : 
Kiſſes ſweet interruptions made, 
Whilſt they in eager arms embrac't, 
And their Lips to each others fixt 
Ten Thouſand, Thouſand Kiſſes mixt. 
Cho. The God of Love, Cc. 


XII. 
Then down they fate upon the Grals, 
Where Boughs did meet ſo thick above, 
The Sun's Rays could not thro them paſs, 
Nor with one gleam molelt their love ; 
And here they toy'd, whilſt Cloris made 


A Chaplet for her Lovers head, 
Cho. The God of Love, Cc. 
XIII. 
Thus, like the two firſt Lovers they. 


(Yet free from guilt or an offence} 
©) 
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On od'rous Bankes of Flowers lay - 
In their firſt ſtate of Innocence, 
But Love the ſubtile Serpent play'd, 
And both their Innocence betray'd. 
Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


XIV. | 
Their Lips ſtill joyn'd, like billing Doves; 
With ardent breathings of deſire, 
They ſecretly enflam'd their love, 
Andſet each others heart on fire. 
Their paſſion's ſuch, that you would ſwear 
Like Doves too they'd engender there. 
Cho. The God of Love, Cc. 


XV. 

Shepherd (ſays ſhe.) what would you do ? 

Ah! what a cruel kindneſs this is, 
O Cory-Corydon I vow 

You'll ſtifle me anon with Kiſſes ; 
© fy let go, O fy (lays ſhe) 
By Pan think youll murther me, 

Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


XVL. 
Ceaſe or I'll ſcratch, and tear your hair, 
Yor've bit my Lip you naughty Swain, 


Che 
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One balmy Kiſs _— niy Dear © 

Will heal'e, "and make it'well again ; 
With that he preſther Lips 6hce more, 
And cur'd the wound he niade before. 

Cho. The God of Love, Fe.” 
RS. -. 
Cipid at this well pleas d; crept pigher, 

And whiſp” ring in his Ear, .he faid, 
*With equal flames I']l both mſpire, 

©Bevaliant, and attack the:Maid,. 
And as they talk'r of future joys, ;, ,j.. 
He grew more bold, andihe lgſs coy. 

Cho, The God of Love, Cc. 
XVII. 
But ſtruggling long the Nymph by chance, 

Orelſe by mighty love o'repow'r'd, 
Upon the place fell in a Trance, 

Where greedy he his Prey devour'd ; 
And now his wanton hand does rove | 
Thro hidden Labyrinths of Love. 

Cho. The God of Love, Cc. 


XIX, 


At laſt, he Lov's ſoft Altar ſeiz'd, 


The Mine where eadfſs treaſures grow, 
O 2 


© Where 
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© Where Rage is tamidi and Anger pleas, 
Whence Tides of living,Pleaſures flow.z | 
And whilſt by Love entranc't ſhe lies 
The youth performs the Sacrifice. 
Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


XX, | 
When Senſe return'd again -(fays ſhe) 
In what a Heav/nof bliſs I've been, 
What raptures did atteti4 on me ! 
What Viſionary joys I've ſeen ! 
Heay®n cannot with thoſe joys compare, 
For methoughts Corydon was there. 


Cho, The God of Love, Cc. 1} 


XX1. 
They had nat ceas'd from Duty long, 
But they with fiercer flames did burn ; 
T heir riſing paſſion grew more ſtrong, 
And violent Fits of Love teturn ; 
And as their heaving Breaſts they ſwell, 


Into a Trance again ſhe fell. 
Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


XXI.. 
Thus rap't in joys, and Extaſy, 
Thrice did they raiſe cach others Charms, 


Thrice 


P_ 
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Thrice did they languiſh, thrice did dy, 
Circled in one anothers Arms : 
And thrice more was'the Nymph incltn'd 
Had he been ſtout as ſhe was kind. 
Cho. The God of Love, &c. 


XXII, 
But as back to their Flock they went, 

A Purple Bluſh her Checks did die, 
Yet both were pleas'd, ſhe innocent, 

For tho ſhe bluſht, ſhe knew not why, 
Thenat Love's Shrine they vow'd to pay 
Such joyful Offfringsev'ry day. 

Chorus. The God of Love flood by, and Jaw, 
Hind ſmiling laught out Ha-Ha-Ha, 


—_ 


The VIOLET. 
[ 


Darling of all the Groves, and Woods, 
More Beautiful, more ſweet, more fair 
| Thenalltheir gawdy Flow'rs, and Buds. 


| 


Ail! infant Flow'r! Heav'ns cheifeſt care, 


Thou 
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Thou ſpring's ſoft joy, mankinds delight; 
Cloath'd in gay Purpk Robes'of light. 
Qn whom (as Pbakxs:does his Progreſs take, 
and all the Earth one painted Landſcape make, 
His Pencil does nice ſtrokes impart 
Of double care, and double art ; 
And on thee nobler Colours does, beſtow, 
Then thoſe with which he paints his heay'nly Bow. 


II. 
Hail thou the Sprivgs firſt Purple Morn, 
Thou Bright Aurora of its Eaſt; - 
That do'ſt the rifing year adorn, 
In thy rich Princely Honouts dreſt ; 


' And when thy teeming Mother Earth, 

Gives thee her little Infant Birth, 
She feels no Pangs tha labouring all the while, 
But at the ſight of thee begins to ſmile : 

She ſmiles, and all the Trees around, 

And Earth with Buds, and Graſs are crown'd, 
Brooks murmur out their joy, the Birds they ſing 
To welcome thee, the Goddeſs of the Spring. 


III. 
Now Weſtern Gales begin to ſport, 
And am'rouſly about thee move, 
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And thee withteqder voice they Court, 
And in ſoft ighs they whiſper love, 
Then, as they Kiſs in wanton-play, | 
Increaſing Sweets they bringaway 
Which thence upon their downy Wings they bear, 
And all along perfume the circling Air. 
And when with their ſweet prize they come 
On joyful Wings, :in Triumph, home, 
Young, new- fledg'd Winds, lur'd with thoſe ſweets, fly 
And with them;to embrace thee,roam about, (out, 


IV. 
Whence ! Nature's Przgnant wonder whence ? 


Had'ſt thou theſe various Treaſures ! tell ; 
That thus thou ſhould'ſt delight each ſence, 
Thetaſt, the touch, the ſight, and ſmell. 
What would not Monarchs give to be 
Chang'd to the Happy ſhape of thee ? 
When thee each Grace; and every Ny pmh does wear 
in Chaplets bound about their Fragrant Hair, 
Fair Maids (and ſure there's nought ſo gay 
Beſides thy Beauteous ſelf, as they) 
Treaſure thee in their Breaſts, and think they are 


Never ſo charming, a$ when thou art thtere. 


V. 
Nor is it wonder this kind Flow'r 


Should to the fair propitious prove, Tha 
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That it ſhould have a'Sovreign pow'r 
O'ce Womans Beauty, and our love : 
For when kind Yes ſtrove to ſhield 
Her Son e/£rear in the Field, | 
She from a Grecian Spear receiv*d:a wound 
And as the Purple ſhow'r dropt onthe ground; 
Immediately the pretious Juice 
This pretty Infantdid produce; : | 
] 
] 


And ever ſince upon this Flow*r remains, 
The Noble Die ſhe gave it from her Veins. 


VI. 
And as all Beauty, and each Grace z 
tn all their Strength, and Charms are ſeen 
In Cytherea's lovely Face, 
And juſtly ſtile her Beauty's Queen | 
\ So in this Flow'r alone does meet 
All that's lovely, fair, or ſweet. | 
When Jeſs'mine, and the Woodbine near thee grows, 
 Theyall their Sweets, and all their Beauties looſe : 
That they to thee may Homage pay, 
They breath their Fragant Souls away. 
All Flow'rs to thee, all Sweets, and Perfumes yield, 
The little Purple Monarch of the Field. 


Re- 


Reſoly'd to Obtain. 


D=- | have ſuffer'd much, 'tistrue, 
Yet I will ſufter more for you; 

For what would not a Lover bear, 

For one ſo good, 10 young, ſo fair. 

facob ſerv'd Sev'n Years Slavery 

For one leſs Beautiful then thee ; 

And after all his Bondage paſt, 

Leah was his Reward it laſt : 

I twice Sev'n Years will bea Slave, 

Mayl1 with him my Rachel have, 

Oft have I born (my Soul) you know 

The Thander of your angry Brow ; 

Andah! how oft you've made me dye, 

With the fierce Lightning of your Eye. 

_ © Which like a Porcupzne do's dart 

© A Thouſand Shafts from ev'ry part, 

You often, to augment my pain, 

Have lookt on me with cold diſdain. 

Nor would you my Addreſſes hear; 


But bad me languiſh in diſpatr. 
D 
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But then you ſtrait unlock't your Charms, 
And took my Rival to your Arms, 

And this too well ypu kyew would-be 
Ten Thouſand Thouſand deaths to me. 
If all the wracks which I have born, 
Ifallyour diſreſpe&,” ard Teorn, 

Ifall I've felt be notenon2h, 

To make me vet deſerye your love ; 
Dear Madam, if you'cant inivent 
Some greater witty'r puniſhment ; 
Command me what you pleaſe to do, 
All wracks and plagues to undergo, 
And I will ſuffer all for you. 

Love above Sence or Reaſon flies, 
Knows no Impolſlibilities: 

Perhaps ſome dull Fools there may be, 
Who could call this meer Tyranny, 
Who Natures Salique Law maintain, 
And ſpeak againſt a Womans Reign, 
And ask me how I can endure 

To try thus in Loves Calenture. 
Tenorant Fools! they little gueſs 

This is the way to Happineſs. 

Thus ſufring Saints to Heaven come 
Thro Tortures, Flames and Martyrdome, 


CY 


And 


” a a a4 nd am +5 
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And thus that Indian Prince is known 
Beſt to deſerve the dear bought Crown, 
Who at his Tort'rings flinches leaſt, 
And bears his cruel ſufffings beſt - 
Thus I at length, in ſpite of Fate, 

And all my Rivals will be great, 

And the triumphant Monarch prove 

Of the rich Empire of your Love. 


P 2 Seve. 
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j 
—_ 
Li 


Seyeral EL,gGles out of the | 
_ Firſt and Third Book of Ovid's | 
AMOUR'S Imntated, and 
Paraphraſed. 


—_ 


ELtcy the g® Book the 1 


To ATTICUS: that a Lover anda 
'' © Souldier ought not be Idle. 


Elieve me Friend, all Lovers Souldiers are, 

For Cupid has his Tents, and Lovers War. 
Theſelf ſame age is fit for War, and Love, 
Youth do's the Warriour, and Gallant approve. 
The Souldier with the fumbling Lover grows, 
When age comes on, alike ridiculous, 
The vigorous youth, the ſtrength, and ſprightly fire 
In a ſtout Souldier Captains would require, 
A Lady do's in her Gallant deſire : 


An 
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Anequal place of reſt to both is found, 
Their cold uneaſy Bed is on the ground ; 

Both riſe up early, and both ſit up late, 

Both ſtand as Sentinels by equal Fate, 

This at his Captain's Tent, that at his Ladies Gate. 
The Souldier, if his Leader but commands, 

With toil do's march to the remoteſt Lands - 

And when a Miſtreſs from her Lover's gone, 

He'll take his journey for her with the Sun ; 

Sad and unwearied ſtill he'll roam about, 

Till he has found his deareſt Treaſure out, 

A Lover, like Hannibal, will cut his way 

Thro Mountains, Alps of Snow, and deepeſt Sea, 
Tho ſtorms of Rain, and Wind {well up the Waves, 
And all the Billows ſeem ſo many Graves ; 

When he a Voyage makes to ſee his Dear, 

He do's no Wind, nor Sea, nor Planet fear, 
Dauntleſs he fights thro all, tho Billows rage, 

Tho Heay'n, Sea, Wind againſt him all engage. 
Lovers and Souldiers only with delight 

Can bear the Tyranny of piercing night, 

And careleſly with pleaſure undergo 

Fierce ſtorms of Hail, of Thunder, Rain and Snow. 
The Souldier ſlily ſcouts about to ſpy 

The Wiles, and Projects of the Enemy 3 


; 


With 
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With quick-ey'd jealouſy the Lover too 1-288 
Does ſtill his Rival, as a Foe, purſue : 188 
This lays a Siege before aſtrong fenc'd Town, 

That arm'd with Flames, Love's Fire-works,lies down 
Before the Threſhold of his cruel Fair, 

And ſhoots out wiſhes, ſighs and tearsat her. 

This makes *gainſt City Gates his Canon-roar z 

With * Bettys that aſſaults his Ladies. door. * A .£xgine, 
When a deep Sleep an Army do's furprize, 

Diſarms their Hands, and cloſes up their Eyes ; 

'Tis thought a Stratagem to ſtop their breath, » 

And change its image Sleep, ' to real Death. 

Thus did Ulyſſes Rheſu's Troops deſtroy, 


He took their Fatal Steeds, and Lives away, 
And by this means alone he conquer'd Troy. 
Thus to their ſleeping Foes bold Lovers come, 
They kill the Cuckold, and ſupply his room. 
The wretched Lover, and the Souldier goes, 
Where thickeſt Troops of dangers do oppoſe, 
Thro midnight Watches, ſtrongeſt Guards they pals, 
Thro barracado'd Gates, and Walls of Brals. 
Venus, and Mars alike uncertain are, 

And the Intrigues of Love with thoſe of War 3 
As conquer'd Slaves the Victory oft regain, 


And 
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And Conqu'rars fall *midſt all their Pomp and Train ; 


$o the brisk Spark that do's at once ſubdue 
His Ladies heart, and injur'd Rival too ; 
May be caſhier'd of all his hopes of Love, 
And the disbanded Slave the Fav'rite prove, 
Thus he may riſe again in her eſteem, ' 

And, in his turn, may triumph ever him. 
Now he that calls a Lover idle, lies; 

Heis a man laborious, bold, and wiſe ; 

And he that for the War, or Love is fit, 
Muſt be a maniof courape, ſence, and wit: 


Fierce flames of Love Tcorchtt great Achilles Breaft, 


When of his Miſtreſs he was diſpoſſeſt ; 

He and his courage did to Beauty yeild, 

It made him kave his Armes, and quit the Field. 
Now Trojans to the Spoil, and Plnnder fall, 

For Love-has foiPd Greece in their General, 
Heftor from his Wives-ſoft Embrate aroſe, 

From thence he went to Combate with his Foes ; 
Early he left the Pleaſures of her Bed, 

And her hand plac'd the Helmet on his head. 
Caſſandra to Atrides ſeem'd 1o fair; 

Tho in diſorder'd looks, and flowing hair ; 

That, at her form amaz'd, he did adore 

The wretched Captive he ſubdu'd before. 


Ars 
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Mars did with Ven. melting joys repeat ; 
Whien Yulcan clog'd 'em in his curious Net ; 
All Heav'n ſaw them in am*rous Folds embrace, 

And ev*ry God, and Goddeſs wiſh't their place. 
Nature did by my make ſeem to expreſs, 

That 1 was born tofloth, and idleneſs ; _ 

Cool ſhades, and Beds ef Down could only pleaſe; 

L liv'd debaucht in tuxury and eaſe ; 

Till body, courage, ſtrength, and all begart, 

To ſoften, and degenerate from man ; 

A beauteous Gir] ſpur'd up my lazymind, 

And loves brisk flame my droſly Soul refin'd. 

Love gave command, forthwith I did obey 3 


The ſweet of bliſs; and pleaſure were the pay, 
Which made me fight in Loves Tents night,and day: 
Hence I was taught to watch, and labour too, | 
Love made me bravely fight, and boldly woo. 

At Loves command thro midnight brotls I ſtroye. 
The man that wants employment, let him love. 


Boos 


%. 
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Boox the Firſt, Euzcv Tenth, 


Toa Girl dehorting her from acking 
Money for ber Love. 


Of I confeſs I doated on that face, 

And thought you fair as ever Helen was, 
Whom Part in his Trojan Navy brought 
With the rich prize of all her Beauties fraught, 
Whoſe ſparkling Eyes did rival flames inſpire, 
Made Nations War, and ſet all Troy on fire : 
Or Leda fair ; to whom the Thund'rer came, 
And in a Swan's ſoft Feathers hid his flame, 
Whom he did cozen in a borrow'd ſhape, 
And in feign'd innocence did ſteal a Rape, 
Strong jealous fears did then torment my Breaſt. 
And my ſuſpicions with my love encreaſlt. 
Then ev*ry Bull, and Eagle I did fee, 
] fondly thought 'twas ſent from Heay?n for thee ; 
And all thoſe ſhapesI fear'd, that am'rous ove 
Was ever Metamorphos'd to by love. 
O But 


* 
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But now thoſe fears are vaniſh't all away, 

And all my former flames of Love decay ; 

Nor can that Face, which once did charm me ſo, 
Delight my wondering eyes with pleaſure now. 
if you ask, why I'm chang'd, tis quickly khown, 
Itisbecauſe you're Mercenary grown; 

And this ſole cauſe do's raiſe my hatred more, 
Then all thy charms could do my love before, 
While thy unbiaſt niind was ſimply true, 

I lov'd thy very Soul, and Body too : 

But ſince thy Soul's debaucht, methinks I find 
Thy Body grow deformed like thy Mind. 

Cupid's afiaked Boy, and ſcorns the vice ; 


Of ſordid Gain, and griping Avarice, 

An old mans dear beloved Paradice. 

He wears no garment, intimating by't 

Love ſhould be open, and without deceit. 

Why do you thus the God of Loye prophane ? 
And make him turn a Proſtitute for Gain ? 
What ſhould he do with Gold ? he's all undreſt, 
And cannot treaſure't in his naked. 

The Common-Whore for Gain do's beat the Streets, 
And ſtrikes a Bargain with the next ſhe meets ; 
She weartes Nature, rambles up and down, 


For the poof recompence of Half-a-Crown : 
Yet 


POEM S. 


— 


Yet ſhe too curſes the imperious Bawd, 

Who Avarice {till makes het ply the Trade 
And what the Bawds command cotnpels her to, 
You of your own accord ignobly do. 

Let Beaſt themſelves your great example be, 
Learn from unthinking Brutes Ciyility ; 

Twill be a baſe; a ſhameful thing to find 

The Beaſts more gen'rous than Woman-king. 
The Mare from the brave Horſe no gift receives, 
But all the Charms of Love ſhef rankly gives; -. . 
The Heifer asks no Preſent, .but do's court 

The Bull with am'rous Lowings to the ſport ; 
Nor does the Ram the gentle Ewe decoy 

With rich alluring Preſents to the joy : 

Baſe Waman triumphs in the ſpoils alone, 

And Trophies of the Men ſhe hag undone; 

*Tis ſhe, and ſhe alone do's Gold require, 

That ſells.Delight, and ſets her ſelf to hire ; 

She vends thoſe pleaſures which both joyntly crave; 
Thoſe melting joys that_cither long to have ; 
And as ſhe do's the am'rous Fight renew, 

She has the pleaſure, and the profit too. 

Since the bliſs does to both*like charming prove; 
And flows to both in equal Tides of Love, 
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Tell me (curſt Gilt) the reaſon ? Tell me why, 
Oae ſhould the pleaſure ſell, another buy ? 

Why ſhould the luſcious Sweets of Yewbe, 

To you a profit, and a loſs to me ? 

For if you in fierce bounds give up the joy, 

I puſh my love on and meet yours half way. 

How impiovs is that Mercenary *Squire. . 

That trades in Perjury and ſwears for hire ? 

Oc the corrupted Judge, whoſe ſlaviſh mind { 

Is tothe itch of Bribery inclin'd , 

How baſe that Counſellor, whoſe purchaſt breath 
Reſcues a Traytor, or a Thief from death ? 

Who from the Cuſtome of the Judgment Seat, 


_ — —_—_ em. _ a 


Riſes from nothing toa vaſt Eſtate, 
And proſtitutes his Conſcience to be great. 
Your crime's as great, who, by meer int'reſt led, 
Encreaſe your Portion from the Gilting trade, : 
And the Revenues of an Harlots Bed, 
Who ſell each look (by pow'rful Guine'a ſwaid ) 
While your own beauties Bawdst? your Juſts are made. 
Out of meer Gratitude onr thanks are due 
For Favours, freely we receive froth you; ; : 
But when by hire, or ſale you'remade my own, 
_Pray tell me where's the Obligation ? 
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Ev'n from the leaſt return of thanks is free { 

For her damn'd kindneſs, and Civility.: / +-y 
For ſhame leave of ye charming,” heauteous train, --;-; 
To bargain for Nights Joys for curſed Gains 

No good Event ſuch Riches can attend, ....... 

They make ye but more wretched 10 thee end. 07 
Great were the Sabins Bribes, yet not-ſo great +17 /- 
Tarpy for them ſhould purchaſe her 9wn Fate, af aa? 
Or that ſhe from their - weighty Arms ſhould have oy 
At once her certain Murder, and her Grave. 
Alemeonript up his own Mother's Womb, 

Thoſe Bowels from which he himſelf did come ; 

Becauſe that ſhe her Husband did betray, 

And for a Necklace gave his Life away, 

Yet Gold from rich Gallants you may require ; 

His Gold can purchaſe what you can deſire. 

From Vineyards gather Grapes, where on each Vine 
Thick cluſt*ring Bunches hang, ſwoPn big with Wine ; 
Alcizay's Orchards Apples can beſtow, 

Where tempting Fruit hangs on each lab'ring Bough, 

A poor man pay attendance, ſervice, faith, 

Each Lover gives his Miſtreſs all he hath. 

My Talent is gloriouſly to rehearſe 

The kind deſerving Ladies in my Verſe ; 


Who hires his Wench, Pays down his Calb, and he 2 
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Whom &re.I pleaſe; by my great Art ſhall be” 
Sung like myVerfe to all Eternity. 
Thoſe Rings, this dreſs, thoſe gems that ſhine ſo pays 
Will crumble into Duſt and fade away; 
But that ne're dying Fame, the Muſes give, 
Shall be immortal; and for ever ive. 
Nordo I grudge'to give; but Tabhor- 
A Wench that asks me like a Common-Whote: 
Ceaſe but thoſe impudent demands, and I 
Wil give you, What l did before deny. 
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ELzcy the Tas Book the Firſt, 


To the Waiting-Maid, that fbe wonld 
convey. bis Letter to is ' Miftreſs. 


Ind 7:inny, 'who art exquiſitely read 
Intheſoft arts.to- dreſs thy Lady's head ; 
Too good, and too.obliging, and: too fair 
The ſervile name of Waiting-Maid to bear, 
Obſequious, known to all my gay delight, 
And uſeful to the ſtolen joys of Night; 
Who oft by ſigns doſt wittily impart 
The wanton wiſhes of your Ladies heart : 
Thou who doſt often kind advice beſtow, 
And tempts Corinna to me when ſhe's ſlow z 
Who ſtillto medoſt true, and faithful prove, 
When my Breaſt travels with fierce pangs of Loye : 
Here, here, take this, fly ſwift as thought away, 
And to my Miſtreſs theſe ſoft Lines convey, 6 
With care prevent the dangers of delay. 
In your kind Breaſt no Flint, nor Iron grows, 
That gentle Land with Milk and Honey flows ; 


More 
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More ſimple truth, and faith is found in thee, ' 
Thenany one of your mean quality, 

I've reaſon to believe yout tender heart 

Ha's felt the wound of Love's tyrannick Dart : 

For you defend Love's Standard; which I bear, 
Thoſe Royal Enſigns, under which you war. 

If ſhe ask, how I do, this anſwer give, 

« Say, Lin hopes of one Nights Bleſſing live : 

Tell her but this, my Letter ſpeaks the reſt; 

My flame is there indying words expreſt. 

But whilſt I ſpeak, deceiving time poſts on, 

Go bear this to my Miſtreſs, fly, be gone - 

Time well your meſſage, give it her, when ſhe 

Is from diſturbing thoughts of buſineſs free. 

But ſee ſhe read it ſtrait, that ſhe may know, 

What tortures Tin abſence undergo : 

But as ſhe reads, 1 charge you, allthe while, 
Obſerye each am'rous glance, each frown and ſmile ; 
From bright, of lowring Aſpects you may gueſs 
My future ills, of future happineſs: 

Deſire her, when ſhe has read it o're, to ſend 

A ſpeedy anſwer to her dying Friend : 

Let it be throng'd with words, I hate to ſec 

A Letter nought but ſpace, and vacancy : * 


Let 
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, Let it detain my Eyes with pleaſure ſtill, 
' Where crouded Lines the utmoſt Margin fill. 


Yet 'tis ſuperfluous, what need is there, 
With toils of writing much to weary her ; 
Let but in all the Letters ſpatious room 
Be only written this kind anſwer: CO ME, 
Forthwith I will, when the glad Conqueſt's won, 
Deck it with a triumphant Lawrel Crown : 
And then Pl! place this Relique, ſo divine, 
In mighty Yenw's moſt ſacred Shrine ; 
And forits ſervice done, beſides the wreath, 
It ſhall contain this Motto underneath. 


Naſorthi Letter to his Flame ſotruc, 
Kind Venus, hambly dedicates to Yor. 


What tho it lately from the Dunghill came, 
Thus honour'd now, it may Devotion claim. 


ELEGy 


122 MISCELLANT 


_— A —_ 


_ —— kk. 


ELzGy the 6 Book the Firſt, 


To the Porter. 


F Ind Porter, who unworthily do'ſt bear 
Thoſe ſervile Chains that meaneſt Vaſlals wear, 

Open this Gate, and kindly thus remove 
All difficulties that oppoſe my love. 
If you grant what I ask, 'm, ever bleſt, 
And mine's a ſmall and reaſonable requeſt - 
Let but the Gate ſo ſmall an entrance give, 
As may my body ſide-ways juſt receive : 
Long cares have gnaw'd me quite to Skin and Bone, 
My Love has made me a meer Skeleton ; 
For ſuch intregues my Limbs are made fo thin. 
I almoſt like a Sp'rit can enter in. 
Love is my guard and conduct thro the Street, 
He picks my way and ſafely guides my feet ; 
Experienc't Love inſtruf's me too, how 1 
May thro” the Midnight Watch my ſelf convey : 
But Whimſies formerly did me affright, 


1 wonder*d men could ramble in the Night : 
| For 
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For Fabu'lous Ghoſts 1 fear'd, that fooliſh train © 
Of Phantomes, riſeing from mans ſickly brain, 
When Love knew this, he ſmil'd, and gently ſaid, 
No more ſhall cow'rdly fears thy breaſt invade, 
Thy valour with thy love ſhall be encreaſt, 

And thou ſhalt be with dauntleſs courage bleſt : 
Love enter'd ſtrait, and put baſe fear to flight, 
No more I dread pale Ghoſts that fly by night ; 
Nor the aſſaults of a lew'd murd”ring Lord, 

Nor cow'rdly ſtabs of bluſtring Bully's Sword : 
Tis you I fear, who too too flow do prove, 
Ah! too, too flow for my impatient loye : 

To thee alone I ſtoop, I ſue to thee, 

Thou haſt the Thunder, that can murder me ! 
Open for Pity's ſake this cruel Gate, 

Andſee how with my tears 'tis all made wet. 
When you, for your offence, the other day 
Naked before the laſh, and trembling lay, 

I to your Lady earneſtly did ſue, 

And did prevail with her to pardon you 

But all thoſe gentle words, which not long ſince 
Did plead fo ſtrongly out in your defence, 
Alaſs! woe's me) are uſeleſs now and vain, 
For me they cannot the leaſt fayour gain : 
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My kindneſs with a kindneſs then repay, 

Your wiſh is to be grateful, and you may z 
Unlock the Gate, my love brooks no delay ; 
Unlock the Gate, night ſwiftly poſts away : 


So may*ſt thou from thoſe. Chains be ever free, 
Drink Wine and taſt the Sweets of Liberty. 
Hard-hearted cruel ſlave, thou doſt: not hear, 
All my ſoft Pray'rs rebound from thy deaf Ear ; 
Thy Gates too with vaſt Oaks ſupported are, 
And ſtrongly barr'd, as tho? you dreaded War, 
When Citys are beſieg'd with Arms and men, 
Strong Barracado's Gates are uſeful then 
In calmes of Peace why do'ſt thou vainly fear 
Fierce ſtorms of War, and claſhing Armies near ? 
How would'ſt thou treat an Enemy, when thou 
Shut'ſt out thy Friend, and Lady's Lover too ? 
Unlock the Gate, my love brooks no delay ; 
Unlock the Gate, night fwiftly poſts away : 


] come not with arm'd Troops of Foot and Horſe 
To ſtorm theſe Walls, and make you yield by force. 
If from my Breaſt theſe raging Flames were gone, 
Was Love not with me, I ſhould be alone; 

And if I would, from Lovel cannot part, 

For that is fix'd, and grows up with my heart : 


Tho 
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Tho' you this Body Limb from Limb ſhould tear, 
And ſtab this Heart, yet Love would ſtill be there ; 
Then Love's with me, and Wine, that upward flies 
With moderate fumes, which {till new love ſupplies ; 
Anda neat Garland with freſh Roſes made, - 
Which lately fell from mine anointed head : 
What man is there, would bea fraid to meet 
Theſe lovely Arms, ſo innocent and {weet. 
Unlock the Gate, my love brooks no delay ; 
Unlock the Gate, night {ſwiftly polts away. 
Art thou thus ſlow, isit unkind delay, 
That takes my hopes of love and life away ? 
Or do'sSleep beat my words back from thine Ear, 
And make 'em-yaniſh in the fleeting Air ? 
Qncel remember, when in ſhades of Night 
I ſtrove to hide me from thy hated ſight, 
Then (with a Pox) you watch't with pimping Eyes, 
Till Midnight Stars did ſpangle o're the Skies. 
But yet perhaps you may be faultleſs too, 
Perhaps your Miſtreſs is in Bed with you, 
And you glut on Love's Sweets ; if ſo alaſ(s! 
How far does your bleſt fortune mine ſurpaſs. 
I!l bea Porter, Skullion, Groom, or Slave, 
And wear thy Chains, let me thy Blellings have : 


Ua- 
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Unlock the Gate, my love brooks no delay, 
Unlock the Gate, Night ſwiftly poſts away. 
Hark; --- I'm deceiv'd, orelſe I heard the ſound 

Of the Gates Hinges ſoftly turning round ; 
With a hoarſe noiſe the Gate ſure gave the ſign 
For me and welcome Love to enter in: .. 
Curſe on my Fate ; ---I am deceiv*dI find, 
"Twas only ſhaken by ſtrong blaſts of Wind ; 
Woe's me ! that Wind does all my hopes betray, 
And ah! how far 't has born thoſe hopes away ? 
The City's huſh't, dead ſilence ſeizes all, 
And Pearls of Dew in gentle moiſtures fall - 
The Watchmen ſleep, and no one now can ſee 
The deſperate attempts deſign'd by me, 

Unlock the Gate, my love brooks no delay, 

Unlock the Gate, Night ſwiftly poſts away. 
Unlock it, or by Heav'ns ll make you know, 
What a chaft injur'd Lover dares todo ; 
I now more dreadful, and more pow'rful grown 
Then fire and Sword will burn theſe proud walls. down; 
I in the houſe will make this Flambeux fly, 
By 7Jove the Houſe ſhall burn as well as I. 
Love and brisk Wine, encourag'd by the Night, 
To all Extrayagancies now invite; 
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= | For as thoſe baniſh fear, ſo night does ſhame, 

| By Fove Pllenter now with Sword and Flame : 
Ah! Threats and Pray'rs alike ſucceſsleſs prove, 
In thee they can nor fear nor pity moye 
For thou ſtill cruel and relentleſs art, 
Thy Gate is leſs obdurate then thy heart : 
Thou art unworthy of the noble Fate, 
To ſtand before a beauteous Ladies Gate : 
Surely a ſlave, ſo baſe, and ſounkind, 
Was for the Turn-Key of ſome Goal deſign'd. 
See, now bright Lucifer adorns the Skies,, 
The Cocks they crow, and bid poor Mortals riſe, C 
And call, them to their dayly drudgeries. 
Then thou gay Crown, pull'd from my penſfive head, 
Be thou all night on my Dears Threſhold laid ; 
When in the morning ſhe ſhall ſee thee thrown 
Before her Gate, and all thy Beauties gone . 
To her thou will't a ſilent witneſs prove 
Of time ill ſpent, in vain perſuit of Love, 
Now, Porter, Fare-thee-well, ſuch as thou art, 
Yet hear the love I bear thee e're I part ; 
Tho? thou admitt'ſt me not, I love thet ſtill, 
Baſe as thou art, I muſt bid thee Farewel ; 

| And Farewel Gate, thou Author of my woe, 

Ah! Farewel cruel Gate, and Porter too. 


ELEGY 


D m———_—_—_— — 


D —_———— 


ELez6y the 3» Boox the Firſt. 
To bu Miſtreſs, 


E Pow'rs, my Pray'r both juſt and equal is, 
And cruel Love can ne're deny me this. 
Grant that my Miſtreſs, whoſe bright conquering "ye 
Late brought my Soul into Captivity, 
May ever love me, or that I my taſt 
Joys that may make my love for ever laſt. 
Ah me! too much I'veask't by praying thus, 
My wiſht-for Bleſling's turn'd into a Curſe, 
Love cruelly at laſt my Prayers has heard, 
And plagu'd me with a happineſs I fear'd ; 
For ſhe requites my paſſion with diſdain, 
I love and love, but am not loy'd again, 
Accept me, Madam, Vaſſalage I crave, 
I beg the liberty to be your Slave; 
Accept your faithful Slave, whoſe conſtant flame 
Shall ever laſt, andever be the ſame, 
One that will ever ſerve you, one whoſe Breaſt 
I; all with love and generous faith polleſs't. 
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If my Birth, which I from a Knight derive, 
Or Blood which from his Veins I did receiye; 
Or Anceſtors (who I confels ne're were 
Ally'd to Duke, Prince, King or Emperour ; 
If neither my endowments, or Eſtate 
(Which is ſufficient tho! it benot great ) 

Or if my vertuous Parents frugal care, 

And temp'rance (which provide for me their Heir,” 
If all theſe cannot ſo inviting ptove, 

As to make mie-ſeem worthy'of thy love ; 

Yet Wit and Wine (tht Gods that I adore) 

The Muſes, and a Thonſarid cauſes more, 

Almighty love, which keeps me ſtill your Slave, 
The Vertue, Honour, agd the Faith I have, 

My God-like Manners, and my naked Truth, 

My Modeſty, and inoffenſive Youth 

All theſe conſpire, and joyntly all agree 

To make me dare to ſay I'me worthy thee. 

You (Madam) you ſhall be my care alone, 

I never change, I never love but one. 

I will (if there be Faith in Man) prove true 

And I will ever love, and only you. 

May I for thoſe few years the Fates ſhall give 

With thee (my Deareſt) tho' in torments live, 


And may thoſe cares kill me that make thee __— ) 
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Let but my Muſe yr your wond'r rous Praiſe rehearſe, 
And youſhall ſhine more glorious in my Verſe ; 
Inſpir'd by yori gteat Name, I ſhall produce 
Wit worthy you and worthy ſuch a Muſe. 

By my Verſe [is immotftal made, 

Her everlaſting Fame can never fade; 

Nor can the fair Exropa mortal prove; 

She's Cannoniz'd by Poetry and Love ; 

Nor ſhall our Names thus celebrated dye, 

But on Fame's Wings they ſhall for ever fly, 

The World our Praiſes ſhall together joyn 
And yours ſhall ſpread abroad as far as mine. 
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ELzc vr the 7, Book the 1 


To Pacify hs Miſtreſi whom in his 
Paſſson he had beaten. 


\Y Hat have I done ? if any Friend be nigh, 
Lethim be:kind, and ſhew his cruelty : 
Bind, bind theſe hands {they have deſerv'd the Chain,) 

'Before the Fit of Madneſs come again. | 
With headlong Fury drunk, theſe Arms I moy'd 
Againſt the only Miſtreſs that Ilov'd. 

Wounded by me, my Deareſt grieves, and ſighs, 

And weeps with Tears as fair as others Eyes. 

But when they did in a Fanatick rage 

My Royal Miſtreſs cowardly engage ; 

They then would have rip't their Mother's Womb, 
Cut their own Father's Throat, and rob'd his Tomb ; 
Or wreſted Thunder from Fove's vanquiſh't hand, 
And Gods themſelves -with impious blows prophan'd. 
But did not Ajax, Lord o'fh* Seven-fold ſhield, 

With a diſtraQtive rage, and madaeſs fill'd, 
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Chaſe trembling Flocks, for Trojans, O're the Plain, 
Groaning beneath the burden of the ſlain ?_ 

And d:d not mad Oreftes do yet more, © 

Staining his hands in his own Mothers gore ? 

Did he not mucther her that gave him breath, 
Barb'couſly to r:venge his Fathers death, ? 

Did he not challenge Hell, and boldly call 

For &rms to fight the Furies, Dev'l, and all ? 

I follow'd where cheſe damn'd Examples went , 
Ruff vs and Mad-men were my preſident. 

For my bright Miſtreſs braided Locks 1 tore, 

et {till ſhe look'd as lovely as before. 

The beauteous Atalanta look't like you 


When ſhe in Menalxs did Beaſts perſue, 

And caught the droves of men that came to view. 
Aria'dnes Hair was all diſhevel'd ſo, 

When ſhe beheld her perjur'd Theſeus go ; 

5he wep't and call'd aloud to make him ſtay, 

*© The Wind bore him and her ſoft words away, 
Likeyou the fair Caſſandradid appear, 

'3ut that a ſacred Fillet bound her hair ; 

et ſuch ſtrong charms from her ſweet face did rove, 
As ſtruck the ſurley 4jax mad with love ; 

'{e in the Temple ieiz'd her as his prize, 

\nd offer d there a wanton Sacrifice. 


Who 
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Who has not call'd me Turk, Barbarian, Jew ? 

For theſe I did incruelty out-do. 

Yet ſhe did no opprobious word expreſs, 

Fear fetter'd up her Tongue, and made it ceaſe ; 
But yet her looks her angry Soul betray'd, 

There I a Thouſand Murderers might read ; 

And all thoſe filent ſhow'rs of Tears ſhe ſpilt, 

Spoke loudly my rough cruelty and guilt. 

Would God thefe Arms had dropt off, &'re they'd bin 
Guilty of ſuch a baſe, unmanly Sin. 

With leſs concern I any Limb could ſpare, 

And would I had e're I had wrong'd my Dear. 

Why is my curſed Strength a plague to me ? 
Deareſt, I wound my ſelf in wounding thee. 

Ye bloody Executioners, be gone ; 

I've no more barb'rous Murders to be done. 

Go Sacrilegious Handsin Chains, *tis juſt 
.Thelrons gauld, and eat you off with ruſt. 

Curſt Arms ! they dare not ſtrike the meanelt Slave, 
Shall they more privledge o're my Miltreſs have ? 
The cruel, damn'd Tydides left behind 

The worſt Examples of an helliſh mind ; 

He ſmote a Goddeſs, and I wounded you 

A fairer Goddeſs, and a greater too - 
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But he is much more innocent then I 

I far ſurpaſs himin impiety ; 

For he againſt a Foe did cruel prove, 

But I to whom I vow'd eternal love. 

Go, mighty Conqueror, in Triumph go, 
Prepare the Royal Pomp, and Sokmn Show, 
Put on your Lawrel Crown, and let it ſpread 
In branching Honour round your ſacred head, 
Let Clouds of Incenſe from your Altars riſe, 
Pay ove, for your ſucceſs, his Sacrifice, 

Let ſhoals of people round your Chariot croud, 
All roaring out your mighty Triumph loud, 
Let it with boaſting ſhouts of joy be ſaid, 

Lo this brave Hero did ſubdue a Maid. 

Firſt let your Captive go in flowing hair, 

But for her batter'd Cheeks, all over fair, 
'Twas fitter ſure, and 't had bin kinder far, 
Had I in am'rous conflits wounded her, 

Qr bruis'd her balmy Lips in height of bliſs, 
With the impreſſion of a furious Kils, 

Or had my Teeth ſuch kind impreſſions made 
Upon her Neck, I there my love my read, 
But yet, tho' raging Tempeſts ſhook my Breaſt, 
Hurrying me on like Streams by Floods encrealt, 
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And tho* bfind Paſſion did my reaſon ſway. 

And made my Soul, and all its pow'rs its prey ; 
Sute *twas enough to chide my trembling Dear, 
To thunder ont my'Oaths, and threats at her, 
And thus ingloriouſly to tear her Gown, - 

And allthoſe ſacred Robes that ſhe had on. 
AllthisI did,” allthis-and ten times more, 
Her pretjous Hair, thoſe threads of Gold, I tore, 
And with my Nails plow'd upher beauteous Face, 
My Fingers have prophan'd that ſacred place: 

Yet ſhe ſtood fix't,. pale-asa MarbleStone, 

Or ſome ſad Statue Caryers make to moan, | 
Which o'rea Tomb ſtands weeping tor the dead, 
Speaking its Grief in Tears it ſeems to ſheg.; 


Her Blood flew from her Face to guard her Heart, 


Short death, and tremblings ran o're ev?ry.part; 
So a ſoft gentle Weſtern Wind does make -. 
With num'rous motions, Aſpin Leavesto quake : ; 
So ſhake the Reeds, fan'd by a breeze of Air, 

The Reeds that ſeem to ſhake for very fear ; 

So tremble Rivers, on whoſe curling brow 

With gentle gales the South-Winds ſoftly blow. 
Her Tears long doubting, where to fall or no, 

At laſt did dowv her Cheeks ſo gently flow, 


: You'd ſwear 'twas water drop't from melting oo ) 
en 
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Then firſt my conſcience check't me for my fig, 

Sighs iſſuing out. told ſorrow was within, 

The Floods of Tears, that o're her viſage tread, 
Drops of my. Blood, or ſomething dearer ſeem'd. 
Thrice did I offer at her Feet to lye, 

And there become her humble Votary, 

Thrice held-l up myrfolded hands to pray, 

And thrice ſhe'pat thoſe dreadful hands away, 

Deareft come on arm'd with revengeful rage, 

That will yout ſufftings and your prief alfiwage, 

Come harrow:with your Nails this Face, and tear 
Each hated Limb of mine, and ev'ry hair ; 
Makeev'ry Member your juſt Sacrifice, Q {4 


Tear out eathi'Eye-; for if it might ſuffice 

« I'd weep ttiy blood for tears, from wounds,for eyes; 
Let Paſſioa-raiſe your courage, Paſſion can 

Give you, tho weak, the vig*tous ſtrength of man. 
But leaft theſe tokens of my Crimes remain, ; 
For Heavens ſake go dreſs-your Head again, 
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To the Morning that ſhe would 
not riſe to ſoon. 


Urora now, with Roſy bluſhes red, 

Lifting above the Eaſtern waves her head, 
Roſe from the beauteous Morning's Purple Bed. 
Stay gentle Morn, faid 1, your haſty flight, 
You'd be more beautiful were you leſs bright ; 
Stay, gentle Morning, ſtay, ſo may you ſee 
On ev'ry year that winged Progeny, 
Which Ph#nix-like from Memnor's aſhes came, 
Taking new life from his laſt Fun'ral fame, 
With ſolemn Rites of blood and ſlaughter come, 
And pay their Sacrifices at his Tomb, 
Stay, gentle Morn, if you would have mebleſt ; 
See now my Miltreſs huggs me to her Breaſt, 
Strugling with joys that cannot be expreſt. 
And if Corinna Ever did beſtow . 


A Bleſſing on me, certainly 'tis how. 
T ve 
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See, lazy Sleep ſits heavy on our Eyes, 
The Air is cold and we are loath to riſe ; 
Thelittle Birds a pretty warbling keep, 
And court us with ſoft harmony to ſleep, 
Curb in the winged hours, with a!l your might, 
Nor plague the world with your officious light. 

When you with your unwelcome rays appear, 

Youths bluſh with ſhame, & Maids grow chaſt for fear. 
Why do you hurry thus your Chariot on ? 

Ah, gentle Morning, for Love's ſake be gone. 

Before you dawn the Marriner can ſtand, D 
And by the Pole-ſtar better far command, 6 
His certain Voyaxe to the wiſh't-for Land, 

By this he ſteers his ſteady courſe, tho' he 

Floats in the midſt of all the boundleſs Sea. 

When you with light embroyder o're the Skies, 

The weary Traveller begins to riſe, 

Tho' ev'ry limb and bone be ſore, 

With the long journey of the day beſore. 

The Country Hind now flys his dear repaſt, 

Yokes his ſlow Oxen, and to the Plow does haſt. 
And School-Boys ſcarce awake yet riſe to feel 

The cruel laſh of Busby or of Gill. 

The ſpark juſt drawn i'th* Matrimonial nooſe, 

Who to his loſs for his Wives Portion ſues, 
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Riſes up early from her ſweet Embrace, 

To fee his Counſellor to know his caſe, 

Or that he may untangle ſome damn'd flaw, 
Some Quibble, Querk, or ſome nice point of Law, 
By break of day, when you peep from the Eaſt, 
The Counſellor is knock't up from his reſt. 

The Lawyer too, to Weſtminfer muſt trudge, 
To bawl out ſome new Cauſe before the Judge. 
Thus you to both are more diſturbing far, 
Then all their reſtleſs tides of Clients are. 

The watchful Huſwife rifes up with you, 

And ſhe, with thine, her labours does renew ; 
She ſings to paſs the time away, the while, 

She draws a thread asendleſs as her toil; 

Yet all theſe pains, and ten times greater tco, 
I could with eaſe and pleaſure undergo. 

But Gods! toriſe thus from my deareſt Dear, 
What Stoick, what dull man, on earth can bear ! 
None ſure but he, whom Heav'n ne're did bleſs 
With fuch a Paradice of Happineſs 

Oft have I wiſht (bnt now I ſee 'twas vain) 
Cynthia might over you a Conqueſt gain, 

That ſhe, with all her gawdy Troops of Light, 
Might chaſe thee to the Negro Womb of night 3 
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Or ſome great Tempeſt, might your Chariot ſhake, , 
And all its Golden W heels in pieces break, 
Or ſtuck in ſome deep Bog your Steeds might ſtay, \ 
| 
| 


Or in ſome mility Cloud might looſe their way. 
Curſt Morning ſtay, nor with thy envious Face 
Frighten me from my Miſtreſs's ſoft Embrace. 

I gueſs from thy Son's Ethiopian Skin, 

Thy poiſon'd Heart is blacker far within. 
There envy big with miſchiefs brooding lies, 
And num'rous plagues to all the world conveys, 
Had no adult*rous flames ſcorcit up your breaſt, 
When by your Cephalus it was poſlelt ; 

Yet your wiſe Goddeſs-ſhip can never hide 
Your Thouſand amorous Intregyes belide. 

I would to Heav'n, for my revenge that 1 
Might to old Tythey, all your faults deſcry : 

No Punk that gain'd Heav'n by debauchery, | 
No Whetſtone Whore-in Sweatipg-Tub ſhould be 
So baſe, ſo vile, ſo loath'da thing as thee, 

Thou fly'ſt his dry Trunk, ſapleſs grown with age, 
Unhit in am*rous conflicts to engage z 

And, as thou envy*dlt us our bleſt deſign, 

Doſt early in malicious glory ſhine; 

Should you enjoy your Gallants melting charms, 


Whilſt he lay panting in your wanton Arms, 
Then 


POEM S. At 


_—_ 


DO wo 


Then would you cry, kind Stars, glide gently on, 
And then you'd wiſh that night might ne're be done, 
Why ſhould I ſuffer plagues and puniſhment, 

Becauſe your Fumbler is grown impotent ? 

Did I Procurer turn, or did I ſpread 

Baites to decoy you, to his loathſome Bed? 

See, how the Queen of Night do's kindly ſteep 

Her lov'd Endymion's Eyes in dewy ſleep; 

Glorious as you, ſhe ſhines in her bright Sphere; 
When dazling in full Orb of Beauty there ; 

Ev*n Fove himſelf Father of Gods above, 

When he would take a full ſwinge of his love, 
Commanded two Nights into one to joyn, 

'Caule he ſo often would not ſee thee ſhine 

With that damn'd painted Harlot”s Face of thine. ) 
My railing done, I ſoon perceiv'd ſhe heard, 

For glowing bluſhes on her Cheeks appear'd, 

Yet ſtill ſhe poſted with ſwift haſt away, 
And at her uſual time calld forth the day. 
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Of bis Miſtreſs that bad perjur'd ber ſelf, 


RE there then Gods ? Gods! I'll believ't no more, 
She's perjur'd, yet as beauteous as before. 
Her ſhining locks are ſtill as long, and fair, 
Since ſhe has ſhamm'd the Gods, as ere they were, 
On her white Cheeks, were bluſhing colours ſpread, 
Like Lillies dy'd with Roſy ſtreakes of Red ; 
And all thoſe colours, which her Cheeks did grace, 
Still ſhine in their old luſtre in her face : 
Her little Foot was neat, and cleanly made, 
It has exaQtly the ſame ſhape it had ; 
Her ſlender Waſt was comely to the view, 
*Tis {till as ſlender, and as comely too. 
She had ſparkling Eyes, whoſe ev'ry glance could kill, 
Like two bright Stars; her fair Eyes glitter ſtill, 
By which the perjur'd, falſe perfidious ſhe, 
Has often ſworn Ten Thouſand lyes to me. 


Beauty 
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Beauty commands the Gods, and Heav'n allows | 
Women to lye, ſwear falſe, and break their yows. 
Lately ſhe ſwore by her bright Eyes, and mine, 

And mine were tortur'd ſtrait with ſhooting pain. 

Say, unjuſt Gods, was't not enough that ſhe, 

Has call'd your Pow'rs, to vouch her Perjury, 4 
And yet unpuniſh't has eſcap't, and free ? ) 
But ye muſt make me too (tho' innocent) 

For her black crimes to ſuffer puniſhment ? 

[s't not ſuſfic'ent that ſhe drew you in 

To be but bare Spectators of her ſin, 

And by no Lightning blaſted, laughs to ſee 

How ſhe has babled both the Gods and me ? 

But injur'd I her guilt muſt undergo, 

And ſuffer by her crime, and for it too ? 

Tell me, ye Gods, when ſhe has done the wrong, 

How can the puniſhment to me belony ? 

\ Or Gods meer empty Names and Fantoms are, 

Whom abjet daſtard Spirits vainly fear ; 

Who the groſs vulgar eaſily do move 

With raſh belief of unſcen Pow'rs above ; 

Or ifa God there be, his Gad-head ſare 

Doats on fair Nymphs, and giv's them too much pow'r: 
Men are expos'd to all the Bolts of War, 
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To Mars his Fatal Sword, and Pallas Spear, | 
Gainſt vs Apollo's threatning Bow 1s bent, - | 
On us the Thunder from Fove's hand is ſent. "0: 
But the Gods dread fair'Females, they ne're durſt 
Diſpleaſe that Sex, altho” they'r injur'd firſt ; 

With awful fear they worſhip, tho' they, 
Dauntleſly both the'Gods and Heay'n defy. 

At woods and groves Fove's Thunderbolts are thrown, 
They batter mighty Tow rs, and Caſtles down ; 

But Perjur*'d Women,who Heav'ns rage proyoke, 

Still live ſecure and feel no Thunders ſtroke. 

When many Womens faults did juſtly call 


For Vengeance, Semele alone did fall, 
And burnt a wretched Sacrifice for all. 
And cruelty was the beſt thanks that Fove 
Return'd for all her kindneſs, and her love. 

But why thus agaiuſt Heav*n do I complain ? 
Reproach the Gods? and impiouſly proptiane ? 
'The Gods have ſenſe of love, they too have hearts 
That have been pierc't by Love's impartial Darts. 
Were | my ſelf a God I'de freely give 


Fair Ladies pow'r my God-head to deceive, 

Let them wear what they pleas'd I would believe, 
And I would (wear whate're they ſwore was true, 
And to clear them 1 would be perjuc'd too, 


Thus 


Thus I, of all the Gods in Heav'n, would be 

The kindeſt, moſt obliging deity, 

Yet, happy Maid, fair favourite'of Heay'n, 

More gently uſe that pow'r the Gods have giv'n, 
Nor ſwear more by mine Eyes ah! be more kind, 
| Leaſt when you ſwear again you ſtrike me blind. 
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The Poet prieves that bis Miſtreſs 


grew ſo noted by bis Verſes, that he 
procur'd hinſelf many Rivals, 


Hat day of all my life, what hour was there, 
| In which ſome wing'd ill Omens of the Air 
Did not with hideous croaks, and chatt*rings prove, 
The fad events of my ſuccelsleſs love ? 

Againſt what adverſe Gods ſhall I complain, 
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Againſt what Planets inpuſpicious reign 2 
Corinna, Who but now yas all mine own, 
Whom I at rſt did love, and I alone, 

Will be the common Miſtreſs of the Town. 
Was ſhe not by my Verſe thus famous made ? 
By me encourag'd ſhe ſets up the trade : . 

And rightly ſerv'd--- for I the Hawker was, 
That cry'd about the Beauties of her Face - 

I was her Pandar, gave her Sparks a view ; 
Open'd her doors, and introduc'd *em too. 
By me ſhe firſt was to the world diſclos'd, 

And by!my folly was to Sale expos'd. 

What good I've reap't from Verſe I cannot tell, 
But that 't has injur'd me I know too well. 

My Rivals it procur'd, and to my coſt 

By Verſe my property 1n her I loſt. 

When Troy's, when Theban Wars, and Ceſar: fame, 
The juſt aſliſtance of my Pen did claim, 
Corinna's Praiſe, her Name alone did ſhine 
Like a bright Gem in ev'ry Page of mine. 
Would God ! Apollo, when thoſe Lines I made, 
Andev'ry Muſe had then deny'd their aid ! 
Would my dull reſty Muſe had jaded been, 
And left unfintſh't what ſhe did begin. 
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The world to Poets nefrevlid credit give, 
There's noone our mad Fiftions will believe; * 
And I could wiſh my Rivals might be brought 
To disbelieve thoſe hated truths I wrote. 

Of Cerberus, and his three Heads we tell, 

And make him Porter to the Gates of Hell, 

And all his Body o're, inſtead of hair, 

A monſtrous Coat of curling Serpents wear ; 

A Thouſand Arms we give Enceladon, 

And make an Army up of him alone, 

Againſt all Heav'n we boldly make him dare, 
And Hoſts of thund'ring Gods maintain a War ; 
Of Wiobe we ling, who, whilſt ſhe mourn'd, 

By grief was to a Marble Statue turn'd, 

Which ſweating ſtill with tears ſeems to relent, 
And thus we make her her own Monument ; 

Of Bulls we write, from whoſe fierce Noſtrils came 
Torrents of fire, and rapid ſtreams of flame ; 
Of Orpheus too, why by his Myſtick Song 

Made Woods to follow and Stones dance along . 
Theſe, and whole Millions of Romantick Lies, 
Of Monſters, and Impoſlibilities, 
Of Metamorphos'd forms, and prodigies, 

The fruitful Licence of a Poets wit, 


Dayly 
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Dayly brings forth, and ſtill do's new beget. 
No man's oblig'd to credit us at all, 

His Faith needs not be here Hiſtorical : 
Nor ſhould you think her Praiſes more to be 


Then wild fantaſtick tales devis'd by me, 
me ruin'd now by your credulity. 
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The Poet greives that he 1s rejedled 


by hu Miſtreſs 


\ ILL any Fop yet wed the lib'ral arts, 
Or vainly ſet up for an Aſs of Parts ? 
Or think a gifted excellence, to be 
In the {mooth ſtrokes of raviſhing Poetry ? 
Wit above Gold was valu'd heretofore, 
But now he's ignorant alone, that's poor : 
When ſhe reads o're my Poems with delight, 
Kindly applauds each line, each word I write ; 
Wes Tho? 
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Tho' my more happy Verſes als hay "Y 

Where they'r embrac't,- the Author dares not go : 
Thus I whom ſhe applauded ſo before, 

Am ſhut out from her, or kickt out of door ; 

And tho* confeſt a Wit, ta her diſgrace, 

With love diſtracted rave from place to place. 

A wealthy up-ſtart Ruftian, who of late, 

By cutting Throats, has purchaſt an Eſtate, 

Is thought my better ; *cauſe'*ith Field he ſtood, 

And Kgight-hood gain'd by ſucking guiltleſs Blood : 
Then can you (fooliſh Woman) without fear, 
Embrace this Honourable Murtherer ? 

Can you to him yield up your melting Charms, 

Or wanton all Night in his dreadful Arms ? 

Pde have you know that once this Head of mine, 

Did gayly with a creſted Helmet ſhine ; 

And this Thigh {which in Love's wars ſerves you now) 
Was armed with a Fatal Weapon too ; 

His left hand {which a * Ring did late adorn, + ;yx 
And ill becomes him now, a Shield has born ; 4 wins. 
His right too, has bcen cruelly ſmear'd o're 

With impious ſtains of dead men's clotted gore. 


And can you touch that hand, ſo oft imbru'd 
In gaping wounds, and murther'd wretches blood. 


Where's 
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Where's now the ſoftneſs on your Soul impreſt, 

The tenderneſs that reigns in Wowans Breaſt ? 
View, in his mangl'd Face, diſhoneſt Scars, 

The ſervile Monuments of former Wars ; 

A Plundering Souldier he of Fortune was, 

And gain'd by hacks and wounds whate're he has : 
Perhaps himſelf will boaſt of thoſe he has kill'd, 


How oft he has ſtab'd, & how much blood he has ſpill d. 


And can you touch thoſe hands in hopes of Pelf, 
Without the fear of being ſtab'd your ſelf ? 4: 
Ev'nl, the Muſes and Apollo's Prieſt, 

With ſacred Wit, and Innocency bleſt, 

In vain Love-Verſes ſing before your Gate, 

| Since, cruel Miſtreſs, you'r as deaf as that. 

Young men if you are wiſe be rul'd by me, 

Learn not our fruitleſs Arts of Poetry : 

But to the $kill in Arms and Wars attain, 

Go Reformado's in the next Campaign, 

Inſtead of rhimeing well, get to be made 
Captains, or Collonels, and fierce Armies lead : 
With gawdy Plumes, and Scarfs before 'em ſtand, 
Thus you may Troops of Ladies too command. 
Tove advertiz'd us, and by Heav'n we're told, 
Nathing can be mote powerful then Gold 3 
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Himſelf turn'd to a bribe, the guards diſarms, 

And Danaz yields now to his potent Charms: 

E're he deſcended in this pretious ſhow?r, 

She was immur'd within a Brazen Tow'r ; 

Her Father did inexorable prove, 

And ſhe her ſelf withſtood the Siege of Love : 

But when wiſe Fove, taught by Love's chymick art, 
Into bright Gold his God-head did convert, 

She kindly in her Boſome did receive 

The welcome Preſent, and conſent did give : 

She could not this Almighty ſhow'r withſtand, 

But by her Fathers, Heay*ns, and Golds command, 
She yields the virgin-fort up to the conquerors hand. \, 
But when old Saturn did Heav'ns Scepter ſway, 
Deep in Earths darkſome Womb all Metals lay ; 
Then Silver, Iron, bewitching Gold, and Braſs, 
And ev'ry Mine in Hell's rich Kingdoms was : 

No Bullion yet was found, *till Man did ſell 

His Peace for Gold, and fetcht it ey'n from Hell 
Onev'ry Oak diſtilling ſweets were found, 

And ey'ry Leafdrop't Honey on the ground ; 
The Trees unprun'd then better Fruits did bear, 
And earth brovght forth without the Plow-man's care 
No Spot of ground as yet was hedg'd about, 
Nor mens Eſtates by peice meal parcell'd out : 


No 


MISCELLANY 


162 


-— — — 


No Ditch was cut no Land-mark Stones wete laid: | 
But all the world was one vaſt Common made. 

No Oar yet clave the Sea, no Ship did ſweep 

The yielding Waters of the tronbled deep. 

On ſhore (his utmoſt Voyage) man did ſtand, 

And was contented to be ſafe at Land. 

Thy ſubtle Nature (wretched man) has ſtill 

Been too ingenious to contrive thine ill. 

Why doſt thou time and riches laviſh out, 
To fence thy Towns with Walls, and Tow'rs about ? 
What need'ſt thou Broils create, or Wars encreaſe, 
When thou may'ſt live in fafety arid in peace ?' 

Or new-ſought dangers on the Sea explore ? 

'Thou oughr'ſtto be contented with the ſhore. 

Why doſt thou not of Fove his Heav'n require, 

To fill the boundleſs gulph of thy deſire! 

Should thy Ambition urge thee to obtain 

Theſe Heav'nly Kingdoriis too, *twould be in vain ; 
For Ceſar, Bacchw, and great Hercules 

Thoſe ſacred Quires in Triumph now poſſeſs. 

We dig deep Mines,and vex Earth's Womb for ſtore ; 
Inſtead of Fruits we ſeck for curſed Ore, 

The Souldier now long-ſought-for Riches gains 
With the dear Blood that iſſues from his Veins : 
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For he that's poor can no admittance get 

At Guild-hall; or at, Counlel-board'to ſet: 

The wealthy fools are in all places thruſt 

Of credit, honour; profit; and of truſt ; 

Hence a dull Alderman that cannot write 

Is choſen Burgeſs, and is dub'd a Knight : 

Vile Canters of the Law are Judges made. 

In reverent Folly; and in Ermin clad. 

The Laws and Souldiery their pow'r confeſs, 

The worlds their Slave, and they all things poſſeſs, { 
They are the Engines both of War, and Peace. 
Heav'n grant that they may not ſo greedy prove 

As to engroſs the profit of my Joyg, 
Let them permiſſion give to one that*s poor 

T enjoy his Miſtreſs, and I ask no more. 

But now tho' ſhe untratable appear, ® 
And difficult as Sabine Matrons were : 

Yet arich Lover ſhall admittance have, 

And rule her like his Captive, ar a Slave. 

Her Keeper thwart s my Love, ſhe too does fear 
Her Husbavd will ſurprize us when I'm there. 

If I bring Caſh thoſe Bugbear tricks are done; 
The neceſſary Raſcals both are gone, ; 
My way is clear, the houſe is all mine own, 


Ifany God neglected Lovers hears, 

" That dares revenge their wrong,&grant their pray” rs; 
O may he her ill-gotten wealth deſtroy, 

And may ſhe ne're one Guinea's uſe enjoy ; 

May it, like Gold enchanted, juſt appear, ' 

But vaniſh at the touch away from her, 


Ed. 
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To detratting Cenſurers , that the 
 Fameof Poets 6 # Eternal. 


LL-natur'd Cenſurer deſift for ſhame 
With thy malicious Tongue to ſtab myFame 
How durſt thou think I live diſſolv'd in eaſe 
Or call braye Verſe the effets of Idleneſs ? 
Or why dolſt thou object with feeble hate, 
1 frommy Anceſtours degenerate ? 
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That I, (unlike them arm'd with warlike rage) ' 2 
Whilſt in full ſtrength and flower of my age, : 
Do not in blood and duſt my foes engage ? | 
Or that I plead. not at the' wrangling Bar, 

And out-bawl W---ton at Weſtminiter ? 

And to gain Gold, damnation, and renown, 

Turn a meer Proſtitute to all the Town ; 

With Mercenary breath cant out the Laws, 

And take mens Money to betray:their Cauſe ? 

But all theſe ſervile things maſt with us dye, 

The Fame, I ſeek, ſhall know Eternity : 

My Wit a laſting Monyment ſhall raiſe, 

And all the world ſhall loudly ſing m; Praiſe. 

Chaucer ſhall live, whilſt this our -Briet;ſh Land, 

Or the vaſt Cormwall-Mount in it ſhall ſtand : 

Or whilſt (almoſt a Sea it ſelf) the Thames 

To th' Ocean row!ls his tributary Streams. 

Sidneys great Name ſhall laſt, whillt there are Swains, 
That feed their Flocks on the Arcadian Plains 

Each Nymph ſhall tune his Praiſes on her Reed, 
Whilſt Beaſts, to hear their Songs, forget to feed-: 
Ecchoing Groves loud their joys ſhall tell, 

And praiſe that Swain that ſung their Praiſe ſo well. 
The Majeſty of mighty Conley's name, 
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Shall travel thro? the: ſarthelt Coaſts of Fame 
His noble works for ever-ſhall impart, 

The height of judgement, Nature, Wit, and Art, 
Dryden, great King of Verſe, ſhall ever live, 
Judicious Dryden ſhall himſelf ſurvive : : 

Whilſt in this Town there's a procuring Bawd, 
Or a ſmooth flatt'ring Whore, that: plyes:the trade, 
A wily Servant, cruel Father known, 

The Lawrel ſhall the'matchleſs Fobnſon Crown. 
Shake'ſpear, tho rude, yet his immortal Wit 

Shall never to the ſtroke of time ſubmit, 

And the loud thund'ring flights of lofty Zee ; 

Shall ſtrike the Ears of all Poſterity. 

Creeches Sublimeſt Verſe in God-like State, 

Shall ſoar above the reach of humble Fate ;. 

Nor ſhall he dye *till the World's mighty Ball 

Shall be diſſoly'd, and to a Chaos fall. 

Spencer's Heroick Lines no death ſhall fear, 

His Fairy Queen, and Shepherd's Kalendar, | 
Shall be admired, whilſt to our new * Raom * London, 
The Vaſſal Ile to pay their Tribute come, 
' As long as Flames laſt,-Torches, Bows, and Darts, 
(Love's great Artillery to conquer Hearts) 
Shall witty Strephor's waſiton Verſe beread 
By many a melting Youth, and yielding Maid. 


— 
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From Faſt to'Weſt' Suck/ingsſoft Muſe ſhall run, 
Swift as the Light,” and glorious as the-Sun ; 

Each Pole ſhall eccho his Eternal Fame, 

And the bright Miſtreſs, he vouchſafes to name. 
When ſolid Ir*n ſhall be eat up with ruſt, 

And Marble Statues crumbl'd into duſt, 
ToDeathleſs Verſe times ſpight ſhall do no wrong, 
For that muſt ever laſt, be eyer young. 

Kings, and their Triumphs, all the Pomp the boaſt, 
In dark Oblivion would be quickly loft, 

Did no bleſt Poet the vaſt loſs repair, 

Making them Deathleſs, as his Numbers are. 
Tagw to Verie muſt yield altho' it roll'd 

In Floods of Treaſure, and a Tide of Gold. 

Let the ignoble Rout vile things admire, 

Let Love and Poetry my Breaſt inſpire, 

Let me Apollo, and the Muſes quaff, 

In full-charg'd Bowls, Caſtalian Rivers oft : 

The ſacred Heliconian Streams ſhall be 

A Tagw, and a Ganges both to me 3 _ 

Our life feeds all the envy we ſhall have, 

With us it ſleeps in quiet in the Grave : 

When dead, the Honours we from Verſe receive 
Shall guard us, and that Fame our Merits give, 
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Sa that when Nature ſhall diſſolve this Frame, 

And turn me to that Duſt, from whence I came; - 
Ev'n then o're Death I ſhall a Triumph gain, 

And the beſt part of me ſhall ſtill remain, 
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don t pretend. (as ſome of late I've ſeen) 
Nor on Parnaſſ#s Top to've laid me down, 
And there dreamt Lawrels ſhould my Temples crown ' 
And waking find my ſelf: a Poet grown. p 
I'me none of thoſe 3; I leave-the Muſes Seats, 
And filent Groves, thoſe ſhady bleſt Retreats, _. ... 
To th happier Laxrears of the Age, whoſe Fame 1 - 
Obſcures the Glory of my meaner Name, 
Yet tho' a rude, unpoliſh'd Muſe 1 have, 
A place among tht reſt I humbly crave. 
What is't that makes the chattering Parrot learn © 
His Maſters name, and when he calls diſcern ? 


Want 
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Want makes Mute Birds an humane Accent __: uh 


And Poets write in ſpite of Sence and Wit, 
From Want the beſt ſupplies of Fancy grow, 
To her the invention of moſt Arts we owe. 


Should Birds but. once the uſe of Money find, = 


(Money the adored hope of frail mankind !) 


Then Crows and Pies would learn to courſe a Muſe .., 


They'd learn to dedicate and to abuſe, 
And all the Tricks that flattering Poets uſe. 


© 
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MaxrT1ai, Epigr. 3% of Qu, 


Book lmitated. 


Fave off for ſhame; . thy ſcribling itch give o're 5 


The worlkdhath ſeen enough of thine: before, 


Nev'c think to; yent the gawdy Trifles more. 
Nor think by Wi: more to raiſe.thy Name, 


Already all the world hath heard thy Fame ! 
Nay-ey'n when thoſe vaſt Marbles ſhall decay, 
On which fond men a vain Foundation lay 
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For === = theſe rich Piles ſhall be + 
Crumbled to common duſt and flighted lye ; 

Yet then ſhall happy I remain alone 

Admir'd, beloy'd, and read by ev'ry one 

I faid.------- Genius 

« When ſtrait my Rhriming thus reply'd. 

Can'ſt thou (ungratefnl) leave that pleaſing fire 
That doth with ſuch ſweet Lays thy Breaſt inſpire ? 
Tell me, what's ſweeter then, when happy Eaſe 
From bulinefs givesthe wearied Soul releaſe, 

To tecreate the mind, and to compoſe 
And in ſweet Verſe ſerener thoughts diſcloſe ? 

"Or doth the loftier Epic Strain more pleaſe ? 

To write the Toils of War then Calms of Peace ? 

Or th Adts of fighting Heroes to diſplay 

In Verſe as turbulent and rough as they-? 

That ſwelling Pedagogne with croking noiſe 

Shou'd baw! thee out to gaping wond”ring Boys ? 

Or that the Tragick Story thou haſt writ, 
£hould force ſome piling Damſel i "Fit ? 
® Let poring, grave, dull Sots write ſo, whoſe Sence; 

Hatcht by Night Study's doth at em 

A pompous Nonſence, far leſs pure, and bright 

Then th' gloomy, ſmoking flame by which they write, 
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Do thou with gentile poignant Satyr write, | 

Such as may pleaſe, and heal, as well as bite; 

And yet ſo Keen, that he that reads may know —_ 

His Vices touch't, and bluſh, and niend them too. 
Thus, though thy Meaſures ſoft and humble be, 
Yet ey'n Heroick Verſe ſhall ſtoop to thee, 


em 


A Rural cotnplaine of the Ap- 
proach of VVinter, 


Written inthe Country, Oct. 25" 1684, 


Laſs he's gone !------ farewel beloved Light ! 
Adieu bleſt Sun! nothing (alaſs) but Night. 

Nought but corroding Cold, and gloomy Shade 
Succeeds the mourntul Exit thou halt made ! 

All Natures frame exhauſts its ſelf in ſighs, 
And cloth'd in Sable mourns thy Obſequies 
Careleſs our gay attire away we throw, 
And ſilent ſorrow reſts on ey'ry Brow. 


Y 
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N ow no fair Nymphsith' Verdant, Meadows = [ 
And by their. preſence make a brighter days - 5: 
No active Shepherds bath their pliant Limbs, _ _. Qu: 
No Boats of pleaſure grace the ſi miling Streams, 
There's J not one ſeen 1 upon the very Thames. 3 
Nor'is it Men alone their ſorrows. vent, -.. KY 
Beaſts groan their griefs, and as they can lament. 
Put Plants, (tho' the Learned Sence deny, ) 
| Yet they thegreateſt greif do teſtify, c 
They do not barely Mourn, but alſo Dye. 2 
This they moſt do; but if by chance there's one 
Whoſe'Stock of moiſture don't decay lo ſoon, 
Who above the common Fate eres his head, 
And's bravely green when th' weaker Plants are dead, 
Some cold North-Wind blaſts his aſpiring Top, 
Crina Grave of Snow he's ſwallow'd up ; 
So forc'd to ſhrink into his warmer Urn, 
There liesexpettiag thy long wiſh'd returi 
But then as ſoon as thy refreſhing Rays, 
Warm our cold Climate and renew our days; 
With joyful leaps it rends the parting ground, 
And then more verdant then before is found. 
But e*re that happy time approach agen 
Winter will ſhew a long and tedious Scene ; 


Winter 
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Winter the years old age, old age's death, 

Tunat chills all pleaſure with its freezing breath ? 

But fond complaints, and fruitleſs ſighs are vain, 

In ſpite of all, the Plague muſt ſtill remain ; 

And to bewail what can't avoided be 

Is to encreaſe, not eaſe the Malady ; 

Then to. dull Age lets pining care bequeath, 

And ſorrow to the fancy'd Ghoſts beneath ; 

Let all but Mirth bebaniſh't quite from us, 

We'll ſwim in pleaſures, and with j joys carouſe, 

Each day ſhall ſprightly Wine our brains inſpire, ? 
That ſhall ſupply the want of Phebws fire, 

* Thatraiſe the fancy, kindle brisk deſire; ; 
Then ev'ry night we'l taſt the Fruits of Love, 

Thro' all its ſecret raviſhing Labyrinths rove ; 

And melting in the Arms of ſome kind ſhe, 

We'l lye quite buried in Felicity. 

Where eaget Kiſſes, and a cloſe Embrace 

Shall Winters curſt Idea quite deface. 
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Sphera Archimeds. Imitated.- , : 
Nee as ove travers'd o're his uſual rounds, \ 

To view the world's vaſt face and utmoſt bounds; s 

By chance he ſpy'd, where Archimedes ſtood 
With thought- full Brain to make his Project good ; 
He ſaw his peircing, curious Eye obſerve 1 


Leſt any motion from his courſe ſhou'd ſwerve ; 
But all was right ; this Jove admir'd, and ſtrait 
Return'd to Heav'n, there mounts his lofty Seat, 
And ſmiling thus the encircling Gods doth treat. 
To what vaſt heights is humane Art now grown ? 
A 
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They ſcorn to coppy Earthly things alone, 

But with bold Wing far above theſe they'r flown, 

And ev'n at my hard task they bravely aim, 

Andcalt jn Glaſs the great Creations Frame. 

For in a ſmall, and brittle Globe we ſee 

( That which before noneever knew but We; ) 

The ſeveral Motions of the Stars and Spheres, 

And all the Laws of Fate to humane Eyes appear, 
The 
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The hidden Spring doth a fure motion give 
To all the Otbs. who move, and ſeem to live. 
Here; the bright Sun his dazling Beams diſplays 
And guilds a feigned Zodiack with his Rays : 
Whilſt the pale Miſtreſs of the guilty Night 
Seems to receive from him her botrow'd Light. 

Nay here ſo lively all the Motions are, 

You'd think the Worlds Epitome it were. 

The affrightn'd World ſhall now-nomore admire 
Salmonews feigned Thunder, or his Fire. 

So ſmall an attempts beneath his nobler Soul, 
His Fancy knows no limits but the Whole. 
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Upon the ſl:ghting. of bis Friends Eowe. 


| Sms guides my hand, and ſhews me what to write, 
| That (thou) mayſt know 'tis ſhe that doth Indite, 

When Love's concern'd to make her language known, 

She doth by Numbers ſofr, and ſweet, bemoan 

( Thy filence) enough to make her ſigh, and groan. > 


She 
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She fears that thy ſweet Natur's wingid.away; | 
Bzcaule not touck'd; thy its enlivening 'Ray 7: 

She doubts ſome Veil has overſpread its Light, : - 
Which threatens more than an Agyptian Nicht : 
Wherein nought but ſad miournfut Clods appears 4 
Enoughto ſtrike thee into endleſs fear. 


When ſhe on every fide doth caſt an Eye, / 2 
Ta ſee (perhaps) if once ſhe 'might 'deſery 
Her pleaſing, look'd for Objett paſlihþ'by. J 


There's nought appears, her Vigilance in vain z 
Her careful Eye is recampenc'd with'pain, 

Then down ſhe ſinks,” bereay*d of her ſweet breath ' 
The only ſign, that now ſhe's ſeiz'd with Death. 
Weep now ye Heavens ; and let each pearly tear 
Accompany mounting grief, and trembling fear. 
Far ſince Love's dead, the Beauty of our lfle, 

Its more than madneſs to attempt a ſmile; | 
Thisrather would become ſome pompous, nuptialtrain 
Than him, whoſe Heart feels griefs inſulting pain. 
When once a Jewel's loſt, how careful is each Eye, 
Jn prying our this Author of our miſery ? 

Na leſs is he depriv*d of courting reſt 

When Love has left a drooping, panting Breaſt, 
Curs'd be that Perſon, who has chas'd thee hence, 


Heaven, with this black crime, can ne're diſpence! 
Curs'd 


» 
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Curs'd be that time, that e're ſhe fix'd on thee, 
The Mother of ſuch unheard of Cruelty. 


Curs be that plac, i which ſhe did impate < roio 


Her amoroys ſmiles, her moſt aurigg Apt, | 


In fine, a Curſe all Curſes elſe above ./ 4 + A 


On her, that dar'd to ſtab our darling Love ! 


May never once Loves Charms attendThee more,” 


Till thou attones for what is done before. 
What have I ſaid !. this, thjs, can never be, 
Done by the hands of baſeſt Treachery. 

No, no: we muſt the Gods above implore, 
Who only can the dead,,-to life reſtore, + 

Be propitious then, ye ruling Pow'rs above, 
And ſend us back our hence departed Love. 
That we may ſee her raiſe a towring frame, 
Adorn'd with luſtre from her radiant flame 
Too great to be expreſt by empty name. 

Bleſs us but in this, and then ſhall we 

In reverence bow, a lowly, thankful Knee, 
Before the Throne of your own facred Deity. 
Our words, like well tun'd Inſtruments ſhall be, 
Breathing forth nought but grateful Harmony. 
Our Actions, they ſhall pay you Tribute too, 
For all is yours, when once we are bleſt by.you. 
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Boox the © ELecy the 5 


To bu Miſireſi. 


=5*Hou Charming kindler of my new born fires 
(Juſt are my Prayers and modeſt my deſires) 
f do not ask preciſely you would love 
Give onely cauſe that I may ne're remoye. 


* - Is this tomuch ? but bear to beador'd ; 


This ſure the greateſt Goddeſs might afford. 
Receivea Slave devoted Ifill to you 

That will be conſtant and that can be true ; 
Not uſher*d in by Titles or Eſtate 
The bold Encouragers of th? ſawcy Great c 
My Fate in both at beſt's but moderate, 
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ut yet in Wits abundantly ſupply'd 
What in thoſe gawdy Trifles is deny'd; 

My Manners too for my fond paſſion moye , 

Modeſt Sincerity doth my Pleader prove, C 
And ſure 'tis ſomething alſo that I love, 

I'm not of that Fantaſtick rambling race, - 
Whom each a while, and no one long can pleaſe, C 
Debauch't from truth by every freſher Face ; 
You ſhall allmy Amorous thoughts employ, 

Be ſtill my onely care, my onely joy , , 
With you I'de always live, with yeu I'de gladly dye $ 
' Vouchſafe your ſelfa ſubject for my Pen , 

le make my- Verſe as Glorious as my Theme z 
And Verſe to Beauty laſting Fame can give 

By Verſe fair /o doth her ſelf ſurvive, 
By Verſe Exropa yet, and Leda live. 

Thus alſo we will ſhare the like renown, 

Through all the world both equally be known, C 
My Muſe ſhall make your name as laſting as my own. ; 
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W Ould any ſtill neglected Arts adore ? 

- Or fondly think that Verſe has any power ? 
True ; Wit was priz'd as ſacred heretofore, 

And held more pretious than the ſhining Oar, 
But now 'tis down-right Nonſence to be poor: 
Without ſucceſs my Books my fair one pleaſe, 

Whilſt I the freedom want, ſhe grants to theſe, 

She praiſes, yet excludes th' applauded man, 

Poor witty I rove upand down in vain. | 
A wealthy upſtart ſhe to me prefers, | 
Rais'd by his wounds, and thus enricht with Scars: | 
Fool ! can'ſt with him:in fond Embraces joyn, 
Receive his Dalliance or afford him thine ? 

The Head thou dandleſt hath a Helmet bore , 

The 1ide that ſerves thee wore a Sword before , 
That Hand whoſe Rings now ſuch a proſpect yeild, | 
'Stead of this Gold wore once the baſer Shield ; 
And touch but t'other that has been embru'd | 
In ſome poor ſlaughter'd Enemies reeking Blood : 
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Can'ſt thou then ſuffer ſuch a hand as this? 


Ah where's thy former wonted Tenderneſs ? 

Behold hisScars thoſe marks of Battles fought, 

What ere he.has he with his Body bought ; 

Perhaps he*] brag himſelf what Foes he has ſlain 

Can he tell this ? and can he then obtain ? 
Can you be ſuch a Slave to ſordid Gain ? 

Whilſt I the Vot'ry of deſerving Wit 

(Why ſhould Wits Sons to thoſe of Wars ſubmit ? ) 
With fruitleſs Numbers, unavailing Powers 

Sing ſighted Verſes at obdurate doors. 

Learn whoare wiſe, ſome thriving art of Gain, 
Not that which Idle we admire 1n vain 
But that of Fights, of War, and a Campaign. 

Inſtead of ſcribling Verſes lead a Troop, 

This, Homer might, this ſhou'd have been thy Scope. 
7ove well advis'd of Golds Almightineſs , 
Transform'd himſelf ro what he knew would pleaſes 
Turn'd Bribe, and fo ſubdu'd his greedy Miſs. ) 
Till then the Father bore a jealous Eye, 

Each door was barr'd, and ev'n the Nymph was coy 
But when the Golden Lover wiſely came, 

Leſs nice, ſhe kindly entertain'd his flame. 
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Not ſo in peaceful Saturn's Goverment, 
When cloſe each Metal in Earths Priſon pent, 
Heav'n gave no Wealth, but better Bleſſings ſent 3 ; 
Corn freely ſpringing from the teeming ground, 
Fruits and 'th ſturdy Oak ſweet Honey found. 

None {trove with pains to make the ſol] more kind, 
No feuce particular Eſtates confin'd. 

— Thequiet Ocean knew no cleaving Oars 

 Whilſtall were bounded by their utmoſt Shores, 
Subt*y vain man did *gainſt himſelf deviſe, 

To his own hurt too witty and too wile. 

What did it profit Cities to encloſe, 

Weapons to frame, and thus decide by blows ? 
How tooliſh was that curioſity, 

That egg'd us firſt to try the pathleſs Sea ! 

Land had ſuffic'd a modeſt juſt deſire, _— 
But we proud things muſt ſtretch our knowledge 
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"Tis ſtrange we don't'to Heav'n it ſelf aſpire. ps 
We do as far, as in our power lies ; 

Thence grew the numerous pack of Deities, c 
Heroes made Gods and Seated in the Skies. / 
From Earths dark Womb we maſlly Treaſures tear, 
Which found the daring, plundring Souldiers ſhare. 


No 
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No place falls to the poor ; 'tisan Eſtate 
Preferment gets; the rich prove only Great. 
Let 'em be ſa, thus may they ſtill encreaſe, 
Tranſat th' Aﬀairs of War, th' Employs of Peace ; 
But let'em not invade Love's property ; 

Let ev*n the poor enjoy his Miſtreſs free: 

But now howe're in Vertue ſhe excel, 

She's taken Captive at the rich mans will. 


For me ſhe dreads her Husbands jealouſy, 
For me ſuſpects a Guardians prying Eye, ( 
Let me but give, and both ſhall humbly fly. * 


Revenge, ye Gods, for ſure Revenge is juſt ; 
Conſume this Wealth with.everlaſting ruſt, 
And turn ſo ill us'd Treaſure to its native:Duſt, 
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To bu falſe Miſtreſs, from” whoſe 


Love he cannot pet free. 


Tir'd with ill uſage is o'recome at laſt ; 
Begone fond Love, and leave my wearied Breaſt, 
Freed from my Chain, I bluſh to think I bore, 
What without ſhame I underwent before. 
Conqu'rour I proudly ſpurn poor vanquiſht Loye, 
Tho! long firſt, I at laſt ſuch power prove. 

Go on, perhiſt, you”l ne're the pains repent ; 

The bitt'reft Phyſick's oft convenient. 

* And have I thenſooft repuls'd, refus'd, 

The cold hard Ground for my fad Pillow us'd ? 
Have I, whilſt you ſome Rival bleſt within, 
Without a waiting, laviſh Servant been ! 

Have I ſeen more the happy man paſs by, 

Feeble with Love, and overtoyl'd with joy ? 


Uch Pye endur'd, my patience long oppreſt, 


; 


What's 
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What's worſe, has he ſeen me too in that place ? 
Gods, may my worſt of Foes prove ſuch diſgrace. 
Han't I obſequiouſly through all the Town, ! 
Gallanted, treated, Coach't you'up and. down ? 

Lov'd for my ſake, whilſt in my companys 

Others you pleas'd becauſe adar'd-hyvere:; | 

What ſhould I add your perjur'd Txeacheries, 

Mock Vows, ſham Promiſes, andiltingLyes ? 
Yours and your Lovers ſilent ſtoln commerce, 2 


By purpos'd nods, known ſigns, andiamorous tweers, 
When my- loath'd/prefence barr'd atree diſcourſe 
'Twas faid, ſhe's ſick ; with eager haſt I flew, - 

And found ſhe was not to my Rival ſo.:: ' 

This and much elſe thus long ['ve:tamely bore; 

Get ſome new Fool ; : for V'le drudge,on no more. 

My Ship at laſt has-gain'd the happy Port; 

And hears now ſafe.the roaring Waveswith ſport..-: - 
Ceaſe your vain wheedles,. they'l.no longer paſs; 

I'm not the fond, believing Fool I was. 

Yet, ah ! two thwarting paſſions ſtrongly move 

My doubtful Breaſt; hate one way, t'other Loye ; 
And Love, I fear, at laſt will Vitor prove. 

Ile hate you if I can, if not, at leaſt 

Ple love unwillingly 3 The Captive Beaſt C 
Likes not his Yoke, and yet is with it preſt. ) 
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Fly Lyour cites] ?:.your Nironger Charms reſtrain; ; 
Thoſel'do hate, but thoſe I'ywould in vain. * 
Thus can I gor without, nor'with thee live, 

And ſcarce 1 know; (what I myſelf would have. 
Oh, that you; wet#teſs falſe, or elſe leſs fair! 


Such faults, ſiv 4eauty tos, too different are.” 
Your GuittclainMite, your Face does Loveintreat, 
Ah me ! This ſti more prevalent is then that, 
Spare, then byall the ties of. former joy, 

By all thoſe: Gods ſb oft y' are perjur'd by 

And by my Deity; [that facevf thine, 

By thoſe bright Eyes,with Love have made me blin#C 
Whate're you are, 'youſhall be ever mine, J 
Conſider only whictry* had rather have, 

A willing Servant,: or a murm'ring Slave. 

No, let me wiſely; improve Neceſlity, 

Add Sails, andwith the pow*rful Winds comply, C 
Since they drive meto Love, in ſpight of me, \ 


The 


The Golden e4 ge. 


F*: Golden Age, not becauſe Rivers purl'd 

With Streams of Milk to feed the new-born world, 
And Virgin Honey dropt from every Tree, 

Natures own Hive fot the induſtrious Bee ; 

When the Earth untill'd her Plenty freely gave, 

And all the labour was to wiſh and have ; 

When ſtinglels Snakes for love nor fear did ſtray 

And in the Woods ſecurely loſt there way : 


Nor did above one hovering Cloud appear , . 
But undivided Heav'n and Earth were near, 
And if the Gods make Heay'n, then Heav'n was here: 


Twas always Spring, and always like to hold, 

and younger grew as Time, and years grew old, 

No Storm had rais'd thoſe Seas that lay beneath, 

The Infant Winds as yet could hardly breath, 

Too vweak to fil a Sail, or conduct home 

Or war or wealth, which more than War has over come 
Faic Golden Age but not alone for theſe 
From ſomething greater prev thy happineſs! 
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Happy alone becauſe that empty name 
That airy Nothing, built 'on lighter Fame, 
That 1 itle without ſubſtance, ſenſleſs thing 
The Woilds great Idol, and the Codrtiers King 
Falſly call d Honour (our worſt Enemy ) 
Had not imbitter'd Love with Cruelty. 
Nor bounded with harſh Laws thoſe Amorous fires 
Whichdye and languiſh in confin'd defires. 
When Laws were Golden as the Age, and free 
As Natures ſelf, Love where beſt p'eaſes thee. 
Twas then that to the bubling of a ſpring 
Love fiſt compos'd his voice and learn't to ſing, 
Love that was ſo all o're, and did not know 
Himlelf, the uſe either of Torch or Bow. 
- Swains of themſelves, and Nymphs untought did love, 
And in a Thouſand ways their paſſion prove, 
Mixing with every word a ſofter ſmile, 
And whiſpers longer Kiſſes did beguile. 
Virgins bluſht not to ſhow their new-blown Role, 
Andall their Beauties did unask't diſcloſe, 
The unripe Apples of their breaſt, which now 
Are hid with leaves , and ripe but for one grow. 
Paſſionate Lovers by the fountains playd, 
Quenching thoſe flames there which their glances made, 
'Thon 
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| Fhou Honour firſt of all 4idſt hide that Spring. 
Increaſt's the fire, yet didſt no Water: bring, 
Noneto afſwage the Thirſt which inward turns: 
And on itſelf for-want of fuet burns ; 

Thow firſt gaveſt Laws toth* motion of the Eye 

Toughtſt it to frown, difdain, and Cruelty , 

D.dit in a hood impriſon that bright haic 

Which was before {6 courted by the Ayre, 

And haſt ſuch Reins on all our Paſſions aid 

That Words nay Looks are of thy Eaws aftald-z, 

From thee+t 1s,O Honour, that we prove 

Thieves to procure, what was the gift of Love. 
nd all that we by thy Atchievements gain 

Is that we may wich-greater ſenſe complain, 

But ſay great Power who every where doſt ſway 
Whom Love,and Naturezas we thenz.obey, 
Ruler of Kings, why waits thy greatneſs. here 
Where Pride and Luxury dare not appear ? 

Alaſs theſe Hutts thy Luſtre cannot: hold 

There's Love, no honour in the Shepherds fold;. 
Go rather and diſturb ſome Galtants breaſt: 

Go break the Souldiers or the Courriers reif, 

And leave us to our ſelves, who chuſe to.be 

As little minded by as we mind'thee, 
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a poor neglefted ront,wao would retrieve 
The Golden Age, . and by their Pattern liye / 

Let's love, for Life and Years have no long truce, 
Since one hour Thouſand changes can, produce ! | 
Let's love : the Sun that every evening dyes 
And all night buried in the Oce. n, lies, 

Revives next \'orn. with an [I]uſtrious Ray 
And firſt, renews his Age and then the Day : 
Bvt when our cloudy day of Life is done 

Eternal Sleep and Night ſucceeds our Sun. 
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JF Know not whether al' theſe miſeries 

Which Lovers prove, their fears, their jealouſes, 
Their conſtant Love, their Services and Prayrs, 

Their Sighs,their Tears,their iopes and their Diſpatrs 
Can ever fully recompenſed be 

Shou.d they obtain their wiſh't felicity ; 


POEMS. 188 


TT ITT OT om 


Or that a Waman when ſhe loves at beſt, | 
Cures kalf the Wounds ſhe made i'th' Lovers breaſt. 
But tho't be true, that the beſt comes at laſt 
And that ſweets, with ſome bitter, ſweter taſk, 
That happineſs by waiting does Improve , 
And frowns and flghtings make us dearer love ; 
Yet give not me this greater Happineſs 2 
O Love V1! be contented with a leſs; ; 
That on ſame more de! erving, fowl beſtow, 
Who would its worth by former mis'ries know. 
Rather let me my Love obtain 
With little ſervice and lefs pain, 
There need no fighs, there need no tears, 
Nor to increaſe ou; Love rude fears, 
Let it alone ſuch ſeas'ning have 
As help the guſt but not deprave : 
A ſweet Repulſeor two for tryal, 
A little Coyneſs, no Denial, 
An am'raus War that may produce 
In Hearts agre'd or peace or truce. 
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Love,, in what ſchole are thy Precepts taught, 
Who has thy Art inco a Method brought. ? 

Qr could hmſelf fo great a Maſter prove | 

To give ſure rules for ſo uncertain Love ? K 

Or trace the mind, when with thy wings it flies, 

And hides its ſoaring head above the kies? 

This learned Athens never could: declare, 

Nor. Ariſtotle $ Schole when he taught there : 

Apollo in Parnaſiu reads not love, 

Like one that has't by inſtinct from above ; 

He ſpeaks but coldly, has no voice of fire, 

As thoſe whom Loye himſelf deigns to inſpire, 
Nor can his elevated Fancy riſe 

Equal to th' height of thy grand myſteries. 

- 'Tis Thou, © Loye, Thine only Maſter art, 
Thou only thy own Precepts canſt impart, 
Teaching unletter'd ſouls in a fair eye 
To read what thou wrot'ſt there, their Deſtiny. 

Tis thou unty'ſt their tongues, and mak'ſt them. break 
Not ſilence only, but 1n Numbers ſpeak ; 


Ang, 
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And, = s more ſtrange, (O hidden a 


Of Love, and its more powerful 6nfluence ? J 
Makſt an half and unſpoken word do more 
Than ſofteſt (rains of Rhetorick cobld befdre, 


And with a ſigh canſt greater paſſion move 


Than a ſet ſpeech from one that knows not love. 


For ſilence has its voice, and can beſeech 

Coming from Love: Silence itſelf's a Speech. 
Then let who's will tu:n o're Philoſophy, 

And ſearch for lovewhere love did never lie, 

Fle learn by rote in ſome fair Ladies cye : 

And tho my Rural Muſe cannot rehetfe 

Like them who clothe the Loves in lofty verſe, 

Yet the moſt loſty verfe ſhall to my ſtrains 

Stand up like barren hills xo fruitful plains; 
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For though they're only cary'd on ſome rough-tree, 


Yet growing4ike my love my Verſe ſhall be. 
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\v Hat fogls arc all we Lovers, thus to own 
Thy ſtrange unnatural Religion ? 
That makes us all a Sacrifice 
(For *twould be Hereſie not to die,) 
To ſome fair Ido] She - 
Nay we are artyrs too for this, 
And muſt endure the fire, 
Yet to our Heav'n, alals, are ne*re the nigher/ 
1H. 
For 1d! my She diſlikes what'ere I ſay, 
And chides ie id, as if *twere ſinto pray : 
Go then ſome milder tenents teach 
Thy lovely Prieſthood Womankind ; 
Ah, gently change their mind ! 
Ah ! do but Repentance preach, 
And thou ſhalt quickly ſee 
The w:ſer world turn Proſelyres for Thee. 
III. 
Me thinks thy Saint ſhould be compaſſionate, 
To 


un 
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To pity wrongs,and to prevent our fate : 
Yet ſuch are beauteous Women grown, 
Whom all their Lovers canonize. 

Or ſtile their Deities. 
But when I make my Miſtreſs one, 
With them I diſagree, 
And only ſay, that Sbe is very She. 


The Un1ovx. 


I. 
Et dull Phzloſophers the ign'rant tell 
That Souls are 5ndiviſible ; 
We find their rules do not prove always true 
Tis but one Soul informs us ewo; 
So by one Loadſtone touch'd, as We by Love, 
Twodasftant Needles to the ſame point move. 
IL 
Go now, and ask thy jealous kindred, why 
B b They 
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They thee to love thy /e/f deny.” 
For tis juſt ſo, our Love's a Phenix grown, 
And weare eminently one; 
Such Miracles our Sympathy can do, 
T hat I no longet am my ſelf, but you. 
ITI, 
Then let's not talk, But Kindred diſagree ; 
Prithee what's That to Thee and Me ? 
Our Love's the worme, they've try'd ſo oft to kill 
By ſeparating us, yet ſtill 
Miſtaken fools ! we mock your ſubtile art, 
Th, tho divided, lives in every part. 
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TO HIS 


much Honoured Friend and Relation 


Mr. FRANCIS WILLIS 


Merchant at 
GREENWICH, 


Upon his diſcovery of a Weed in 
Virginia, which is a preſert 

| Remedy againſt the venom of 

the RATTLE-SNaXKEs there. 


S, when Apollo with his artful] hand * 
The Python ſlew, and clear'd th' infefted Land, 
Tne joyful Muſes crowded round their King, 
And every Poet did the mighty Triumph ſing : 
So, as her duty, SIR, my grateful Mufe 
Does ſuch a Subject, ſuch a Conqueſt chooſe 
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To celebrate : For (till you ſaiPd away, 

And to thoſe coaſts your Learning did convey, 
Where Salvage Nature long unqueſtion'd lay, 
Proud of thoſe ills, which at her dire command 
Infettious Serpents ſcatter'd through the Land.) 
Ten thouſand Deaths in armour did appear, 

As if the Fates quarter'd their Legions there 

To kill, and tyrannize ; whilſt none could be 
Secure from the bold glittering Enemy. 

But ſoonat your approach theſe Ills did ceaſe, 
And health regain'd an univerſal peace. 

For you well-vers'd in arts had quickly ſpy'd 
What Med*cines 1n this little Plant lay hid ; 
What Sovereign virtues in this Weed did dwell, 
Like Princes forſter*d in a Shepherds Cell : 
Which on the Snakes impos'd a rigid Law, 
Conſtrain'd their rage, and kept the Fates in awe. 
So that if after this they venom threw, 

'T'was out of pride to be ore-power®d by You. 
For this (Great SIR) ſuch praiſes vou may claim 
As none can pay , nor ſhall your ſacred Name 

Be next to Rawleigh's in the book of Fame 
Rawleigh, who only Honour here purſu'd, 

And the wild people, not their foes, ſubdu'd 
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By force of Arms ; but to ſave lives is more, 
Than 'twas to conquer the whole Land before. 


By FRAN. WILLIS, Fellow of 
NEW-COLL. 


HORACE , Book the Firſt, 
Ove the 21. Paraphraſed. 


l. 


Egin, begin Diana's praiſe, 
Ye lovely Ny mphs in ſoft Harmonious Lays 
Soft as your Sex, and charming as your eyes ; 
And all ye blooming Youths combine 
<To.make the beauteons Quire : 
Tune, tune the ſpeaking Lyre, 
And young Apollo with Diana joyn : 
Next let your Hymns, that kindle Gods above, 


? 
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Latona's fame declare, 
Latena, Heaven's peculiar care, 
The joy, and darling of Almighty JOYE. 


II. 


Diana ſing, ye Nymphs, Dana loves 
The Chryſtal ſtreams, and ſhady groves ; 
She loves the pleaſant woods that grow, 
And hang o're Algidum's cool brow ; 
She in green Crag doth delight, 
Or where thick Forreſts ſpread 
Around dark Erymanthus head, 
That yields us ſafe retreats from day, and pleaſant 
(ſcenes of Night, 
6 ITI, 


Ye Noble youths with equal ſtrife reherſe, 
How on green Tempe, Phebus flowry ſeat, 
Eternal Springs do wait : 
Or in immartal verſe 
Fair Delos Iſle applaud, 
Delos the cradle of the God, 
Whoſe ſhoulder*s all divine, 


Grac'd with a golden Harp, and golden Quiver ſhine. 
IV. 
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He, He mov'd by your charming prayers, 
(For what God cah regardleſs lie, 
When Youth and Beauty courts,or can their ſuit deny?) 
Will baniſh far from Ce/ar's peaceful ſeat 
The diſmal noiſe of Wars ;_ 
Will make the famine, and the plague retreat, 
The haughty Perſians to oppole, 
To tyrannize and triumph o're our foes, (Fate. 
And do the work of Ceſar's ſword, the tniglity work of 


FM. 


122 MISCELLANY 


ES 


I. 


— c 


SENEC A's Hercules Furens. 


Aa. 1. Chorus. 


F” are the Lights we now in Heaven can view, 
And ey'n thoſe few are faintand dying too, 
The Night o'recome calls in cach wandring ſtar, 
And lagging Lucifer brings up the rear. 

The Conſtellation, that ne're knew the Sea, 
Turns but its Chariot, and calls up the Day. 

The Sun juſt riſing o're the mountains, guilds 
With ſcatter'd rays of light the joyful fields, 
And for a while the Moon departing yields. 
Loath'd Labour wakes, and rouſes drowſie cares, 
Un/ocks each breaſt, and every houſe unbars. 
The Sheep unfolded from their hurdles paſs, 
And on the dewy mountains ſtragling graze. 

The ſoft young Helter plays upon the Plain, 
And emptied Dams recruit their Tets again, 
The wanton Kia runs o're the pleaſant Meads, 
And wildly wandring ſports by turns, and feeds. 
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The chirping Birds on boughs their joy expreſs, 
Andin each Note the welcome Day confeſs. 

The daring Seaman boldly hoiſts up Sayl, 

And truſts a promiſing Sky, a gentle Gale; C 
Uncertain yet what after may befall. Wh * 
The greedy Fiſher lies upon the Cheat, 


Oft baul«t he ſtill purſues the falſe deceit, 

And {till renews tbe unſucceſsful bait; 

Lucky ſometimes he gazes at his prey, 

Wondring at th' fortune of the happy day, 

Whilſt trembling Lines the nibling Fiſh betray. 
Theſe are th' Employments of the harmleſs life, 

Bleſt in ſoft eaſe, and undiſturb'd with ſtrife; 

Where a ſmall houſe with a few fruitful fields, 

The ſweet'ſt content to its glad Owner yields. 

Not ſo in Cities ; the tumultuous Cares, 

Uncestain Hopes, jealous, tormenting Fears, 

Still whisk, like whirlwinds, every where about, 

And find each private, ſecret corner out, 

Here one with ſome Petition to his Grace 

Submiſlive waits two hours for acceſs, | 

And ten to one his aim at laſt may mils. 

Therea rich Miſer's ſtriving to attain 


To greater wealth, and knows n@ end of Gain ; 
| 8c Never 
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Never contented,he ſtill alitis at more, 

Is ever heaping, and isever poor. wen 

Here a fond Aſs ſwells bloated vp with Praiſe, 

Which the vain, empty, fickle people raiſe 5 * 

Values himſelf upon't, and ſtrait grows proud 

To be the : ageant of th' ufithinking Crowd, 

”* |ghere each Term for hire great pleading Boys | 
et Out their Tongues to jangling, ſtrife, aud noiſe... 

But few, ah! few are They; who care or ſtrive | 

To gain true quiet, and to happy live; 

Who from a ſence of Time's great preciouſneſs, 

Catch at.the fleeting minutes as they paſs, 

And wiſely to themſelves ſecure that Now, 

Which ne're returns, if idly once let go. 

Haſte then and live, no pleaſing Joys delay , 

But timely ſeize on pleaſures whilſt you may. 

Life hurrieso'te its ſhort, ſoon finiſh'd race; 

And haſty years whirl on with eager pace: 

The diligent Fates ſtill our life's thread ſpin on, 

They ne're undo what they have once begun, 7 

Nor idely e're the fatal work prolong, % $ 

Yet heedleſs we {fill ſearch new dangers out, 

d 


Seck wa''Sto bring anearly Death about, 
And our utifiniſh'd Thread by our own rafhneſs cut. 
Head» 
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Headlong half Way our Deſtiny we meet, 

Foreſtall our ruine, and prevent our Fate. 

Too much the Heroe to his end does haſte, 

Which of it ſelf approaches but too faſt. 

The regular Fate at their due ſeaſons come, 

Each in his order mult receive his doom. 

None e're, when ca]l'd, behind may lagging ſtay, | 


None may prolong his ſet, appointed day ; 

When once we're ſummon'd, we muſt all obey. 

Let others then endeavour after Fame, 

And ſtrive to purchaſe an eternal Name ; 

Let others in triumphant Chariots ride, 

With gawdy Honours, and with empty Pride ; 
Humbly may I, free from all being Great, 

Enjoy a ſafe, and an obſcure retreat. 

So I grey hairs and old age may attafn, " 
Things which the buſle, reſtleſs, ſeldom gain, C 


Unleſs before their times they come with cares and 2 
pain. | 

Thus ſtill, tho homely, the low Fortune's ſure, 

Whilſt ſplendid Greatneſs never is ſecure. 
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Is » that pond, hou leenyſt to give the Great 
crions ſhew for real lubſtance c-ught ! 
How ſleeps s thc Hight, how falle on which they | ſtand, 
And yct how few the pleaſures they command / 
Sofr, eaſie, quiet, fits not on a Throne, 
Nor can k: Monarch call one day his Own, 
Care after care ſtill harraſſes his mind; 
One ſtorm blown o're, another's ſtil] behind. 
Not the wild Wate:s of the wanding Tide 
Are half ſuch various, ſuch unſteady Things, 
As are th' uneven Fates of reſtleſs Kings, 
They Dread-at once, and to be Fear'd, 
Ev'n moſt, with what they moſt deſire, ſcar'd. 
The Night it ſelf gives them no fafe Retreat, * 
Buſinefs and Danger {till attend the Great. 
Ey*n Sleep, the general reftige of all cares, 
—_ not thei: Troubles, aor difpells their Fears. 
Beſides, 


Pomwnes thou Grand Impoſtor, what a cheat 
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Beſides, What States hare been ſo row rful my 


That have not been by cruel Wars o*rethown, 

And by ambitions Monarchs fttifes undone ? 

Faith, Juftice, Shame, Truth, Honor, Chaſtity, 

And ev'n the leaſt regard of any Tye, c 
Avoid all Courts, from ev'ry Palace flie. 4 
Pride. Jars, and Faftions in their ſtead appear, 

And Fury, Envy, in each Breſt dwells there. 

Theſe ſtill remain, ſtill threatei1 ruine nigh, 

And ſurely ſtil], where e're they are, deſtroy. 

Yet ſhould both Wars and private Treaſon ceaſe, 
This wont ſecure poor Monarchs happineſs, 

Each Great thing's ev'n oppreſt by its own weight ; 
The mighty Load's too vaſt for feeble Fate. 

Thus when full Sails ſwell with a proſp*cous wind, 
We fear the Gale becauſe it is too kind, 

The Tow'r, that proudly does to Heav'n aſpire, 

Finds but thereby the rainy Tempeſts nigher. | 

And in thoſe Groves, where thickeſt ſhades are cat, 
Lightning the talleſt Oaks does ſooneſt blaſt. 

The loftieſt Mountains feel he Thunder moſt, 

And thoſe Groſs bodies, that moſt bulk do boaſt, . >- 
Are ev*n by that, to Sickneſs more-expos'd. _—_ 
The largeſt Oxen we for ſlaughter chuſe, 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt the ſmall Herd we let to paſture loo ſe, 
What Fate exalts, it will again undo, 

 Andlifts but up that it may overthrow. 

Whilſt things are low, more mean, and moderate, . 
Enjoy a laſting and enduring Date. 

Happy then He, who pleas'd with his own chance, 
Seeks not too far his Fortune to adyance, 

Truſts not his Veſſel to the faithleſs Deep, 

But nigh the ſhore does more ſecurely keep, 


Cannot ſigh and wiſh alone, 


Tho to ſpeak 'may be-in vain ; + 


I ne're can be afraid to. own- 
A Paſſion, I muſt entertain, 
If then this Addreſs accuſe, 
Blame the faulty Charms, not Me ; 
"Tis but juſt they ſhould excuſe, 
Since they caus'd this Liberty. 
II. 
A mod'rate Paſſion unreveaPd 
Smother'd in my Breſt had been, 
As dying Embers may conceal'd 
Burn a while, and not be ſeen, 
But when Wit and Beauty joyn, 
Such a fice as mine to raiſe, 
Who can its fierce rage confine ? 


— 
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It muſt needs burſt forth, and blaze, 
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The Baffled SWAIN. 


T HE Muſes Darling, Pride of all the Plaing, 
Daphnis the ſoft the ſweeteſt of the Swains + 
Long reign'din Love, for every Nymph he viewd 
He caught, he only lookt and he ſubdu'd : 
But now the melancholly Youth retires 
Thro ſhady Groves and wanders thro the Briars 
Sadand alone: at laſt beneath a Shade 
Of ſpreading Elm and Beech ſupinely laid 
He ſigh'd, he ſhook his head, and thus he faid : 
When I ſo long, ſo faithfully did woe * | 
And did what Conſtancy and Truth could do, 
Why is my Suit refus'd, my Prayers in vain. 
And warm Endeavors damp't by cold diſdain ? 
Muſt Slights the lean rewards of Vertue prove ! 
Unhappy Daphne fatal in thy Love ! 
Long drought the flowers and ſtorms the labouring Bee: 
And unſucceſsful Love hath ruin'd Thee. 
This Heaven (had I obſerv'd the Omen well) 
As conſcious of my Fate did ofc foretel ; 
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It ſhow'd my flattering hope ſhould dif pp-ar, 
And waſt like Vapors toſt in flitring Air; 

Laſt night when careful of my Flotks I went 

To ſee my Lambs were fed, and Folds were pent, 
A Flame ſhone round my head, but foon the Light 
Decay'd, and all around ſtood deepeſt Night. 

But is Vrania 1o averſe to Love! 

Could none of all the Rival Shepherds move ? 

Ah e/£g0n how 1 envy thy ſuccels'! 


Thy Fortune greater, though thy Charms were leſs : | 


Without a long Fatigue, and tedious Suit 

The Door was opened, and you reach* the Fruit : 
Oh how 1 pine at thy ſurprizingJoys ! 

Dye Daphnis, ſhe is partial n her choice. 

Yet once hop'd (what cannot Love perſwade ?) 
More kind retnrns from the obligeing Maid : 

Her Looks were ſofr,: ſmiles on her Cheeks did lye, 
No cloudy frowns obl[cu:'d the pleaſing Sky : 

Nor cou!'d [ think that &'re the Time would comz 
When conſtanr Love ſhould prove the Lovers doom : 
The Flowers I pluckt, the Garlands which I wore 
She took and wore as Badges of my Love: 

She heard my Songs, nor dil m7 Art contemn, 
And ſometimes ſhe woulJ ſtoop t5 be my T heme : 
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Dametas envy'd, Colm tun'd my Lays,--- 
Whillt ſhe fate by, and gladly heard her W__ 
Sooner ſhall Dolphins o're the Mountains ſwim, 

Does graze on Floods, and Bees forget their thime, 
Than I that day when with a ſmile ſhe led PL. 
The joyful eAgon to her promis'd Bed, _ Pa | 
With what-a' high diſdain he marcht along, 
And proudly lookt on the deſpairing throng ! 

Yet he ne're fed the Flocks, ne're peat the Fold, 

Nor zore the Summer's heat, nor Winter's cold ; 

But he had Wealth, and that alone betray'd 

The heedleſs mind of the unthinking Maid, 

Curt be the wretch that firſt did Gold diſpenſe, 

And rob'd the happy Plains of Innocence ! 

Am I refus'd becauſe my Suit was plain, 

The artleſs Courtſhip of an humble Swain ? 

You know me not, nor yet the pains I took 

Whilſt e/£gon ſlept to feed the weary Flock, 

How often have the Nymphs beheld me ſweat 

Beneath the fury of the Summer's heat, 

How often ſeen the Froſt bind up my hair, 

And cry'd, ah Daphnis worn with too mucki care ! 

But what avails my care, what boots my paln, 
But only yeilds a larger Subje&t to complaih. 
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To SyvLvia. 


N AY prithee Sylvia be not coy, 
My Dear, my Life, my greateſt Foy ; 
A Thouſand Kiſſes deareſt Heart, | 
Unto thy Votary impart : | 
But yet not ſuch as Infants give, 
When they begin to love, and live : 
Not likea Siſters ſapleſs Kiſs, 
Which has no taſt of furure. bliſs : 
But ſuch, my Deareſt, ſych alone 
As in the Marriage-bed are known; 
Oh ! may they have as great a guſt 
As C'reth' Almighty pow'r of Luſt 
Can give. Art leaſt ſuch may they be 
As thoſe the young fair wanton She 
Gives her belov d, when. hrit a flame 
( For which asyet ſhe wants a Name) . 
She feelsthro "Y 'F\- JOyNt. tO ru, 
And inwardJy does melt and burn ; 
Like Veins of Metals, Earth, and Stone, 
Wirth Subterran ow fires unſeen, unknown, 
9 A Dd 2 x How 
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How ſweet, how cloſe do Virgios kiſs, 
At th' dawning of ſome greater bliſs! 
Come now begin.---- Nay don't delay, 
In kiſſing let us ſPend the Day ; 
And when the tel/-rale Day-light's in 
Afreſh we will our Joys begin. 
The P:imping Night alone ſhall know 
What you, and, my Dear, then do. 
Some filly Foo's I know there are 
Who only love the G:rl that's. farr, 
Are pleas'd with Pi&ures ſenſeſs Toys, 
As ignorant as they of joys ; 
And have they one dry K:F obtain'd 
They think they have all the world gain'd : 
I lovean Airy, lively Laſs: 
"Tis Life, and Aion gives a Grace, 
Be -ond the brightneſs of an Angels face. 
*T is {uch a Laſs alone can moye 
My Paſt1>n, ſhe only make me love, 
Who Kiſs for Kiſs, will love for love return, 
And with a flame as pure as mine will burn ; 
Who when into my Arms ſhe's come. 
Makes wnton Sallies with her Tongue ; 
her ?aſſion thus, ike harmleſs Doves, 
In plealing ſighs and murmers proves ; 
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And when moiſt Kiſſes make my fame 
Wax dim, make me look pale and wan; 
Her dying ſighs will Life inſpire, 
And fanth' almoſt extinguiſh'd Fire 
Increaſe its heat and raiſe it high'r. ) 

If thus, my Sylvia, thus you'l prove, 
Make ſuch requitals of my Love ; 
And let me gently ſqueeze your Breaſt , 
Now ſport, now on thoſe Hillocks reſt: 
And if by chance | loſe my way 
You will be kind ard let me ſtray 
Thro? thoſe by Paths which Love ſhall ſhow, 
Unto the happy Land below, + 
No greater Bleſſings will I crave, 
(Nor can [| greater, would | greater have ; ) 
Leſs than a K5ng I can not be, 
With ſuch a boundleſs Liberty. 
Kings and their Gold I will deſpiſe, 
Andall their gaway Y anitzes, 
And only Thee dear Sylvia will I prize. 
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